(EATHER LINE 


Sr > 


TRY Boma NUMBERS! 


TEGO 0.0 T+ LEANER 


BILLED TO YOUR,TELEPHONE 


IRCIOOROLCLoRMENN HIER 


BILLED TO YOUR VISA OR MASTERCARD 


4 
$2 PER MIN * YOU MUST BE 18 OR OLDER « PRICES SUBJECT TO CHANGE WITHOUT NOTICE *©1991 ALTERNATE LINE, INC. Ly ae 
40 


@)19 


INSIDE © 
UNCUT — 


VOLUME6 
NUMBER2 
NOVEMBER 1991 


Cover: Stanislav by Bel Ami 
This page: Photo by Jim Moss 


Publisher 
Crete International 
Associate Publisher 

Joseph Greco 
Editor 
John W. Rowberry 
Associate Editor 
Aaron Travis 
Art Director 
Emilio Vega 


Editorial material 
should be addresed to: 
Front Office 
Box 97635 
Las Vegas, NV 89193 
(702) 735-0476 
Fax 702-735-9372 


Advertising inquiries 
should be addressed to: 


Mavety Media Group Ltd. 


462 Broadway 
New York, NY 10013 
(212) 966-8400 


Subscription Department: 
Jiffy Fulfillment 


462 Broadway, Suite 4000 


New York, NY 10013 
(212) 966-8400 


5 LETTERS & NEWS 
9 JOSE BARBOSA Photos by Tony Stevens 

13 HISTORY’S FIRST CIRCUMCISION by Mike Lazarus 
17 AUGUSTO Photos by Tony Stevens 

20 THE ADVENTURES OF SKINHUNTER 

25 KOVACK Photos by Bel Ami 

29 HIRED HAND by Derek Adams 

35 CLEVELAND Photos by Zebra Studio 

43 ALLEJANDRO Photos by Jim Moss 

47 STANISLAV Photos by Bel Ami 

55 ROBERT FLORES Photos by Visual Images Studio 
61 JOSE MORALES Photos by Visual Images Studio 

69 BITCHES by EM3 Rick Jackson USN 

73 PACO Photos by Jim Moss 

77 THE PREPPING by Wes Cranston 

81 PAOLO Photos by Jim Moss 

85 SHOW US YOUR SKIN! 

92 UNCUT VIDEOS by John W. Rowberry & Peter Leko 
96 ORGANS 

98 CURTAINS 


and pxcee subscriptions should be remitted by International Money Order payable in U.S. funds. Single copies: $4.95 (add $1.05 for postage 
and handii 


or men who want fo 
meet and party 
Real guys for 
one f0 one action, 


1-900-460-5700 


Adults over 18 only, $2 per minute 


SIZZLING. 
MENTO MEN 
7-900-535-8200 


LETTERS 


& NEWS 


U cu: loves to hear from its 
readers and encourages you to 
share your feelings about your fore- 
skin (or lack), your fantasies, as well 
as your experiences with other 
readers through the Letters section. 

Our policy is to indicate only your 
first name and your state at the end 
of your letter. However, your letter 
should be signed, so that we'll know 
it was written by a real person and 
not a lower primate who simply 
gained access to a typewriter. 

Send your letters to: Front Office, 
Letters to the Editor, Box 97635, Las 
Vegas, NV 89193. 


COME OF AGE 

Just a short note to tell you how 
great Uncut magazine is. | have 
been getting it from the newsstand 
since it first came out. We have cer- 
tainly come of age. 

The following request may be un- 
usual, but | would greatly appreciate 
it if you could help me. In the March 
1991 issue of Uncut, a letter ap- 
peared titled “Stretched Thanks” 
from Lyle in Ohio. | would like to get 
in touch with Lyle, if at all possible. 
Since | am sure your policy prohibits 
you from giving out addresses, 
would you print this letter and if he 
sees it, you can give him my ad- 
dress, should he write to you. 

| would be eternally grateful. 

Keep up the good work with the 
magazine. 


Mark 
Provincetown, MA 
(Editor's note: Lyle, if you're out 
there and would like to hear from 
Mark, drop us a line and we'll for- 
ward a complete copy of his letter 
to you.) 


PAST GLORY 

| have to admit that | love writing 
to Uncut. 

| recently received a lot of back is- 
sues of the magazine, going back to 
January 1989. | must say, | didn’t 
think they'd be up to the standards 


Pierre LaSalle/photo by Old Reliable 


of today. | was wrong. Maybe the 
print quality has improved, but the 
content was just as thrilling then as 
now, and I’ve had a wonderful time 
slobbering over a whole load of new 
cocks, stories, letters, etc. In fact, | 
don’t always know which way to 
turn. I'll try not to write a book about 
all the orgasmic delights. 

| usually wouldn't think of com- 
menting on other guys’ letters, al- 
though | read them avidly, but | must 
say something about “The 
Controversy” from Lester in March 
1990. He complained about Hans 
Mueller (November 1989) not being 
uncut. | know it’s sometimes difficult 
to tell, but he should look at page 73 
of that issue, where it’s pretty ob- 
vious Hans has his wet skin peeled 
back. 


As you said, Matt Powers also 
likes to “bare his head,” but he can't 
fool anyone with that sticky, pink roll. 

I’m as much of a skin lover as 
Lester, but I'll say this: a guy like 
Hans can give it me anytime of the 
day or night, foreskin or not! 

On the subject of why so many 
American men seem ashamed of 
their foreskins, | guess it’s because 
the majority of them are circum- 
cised, and the uncut ones feel out of 
place. Just like | feel out of place 
here, being circumcised, where 90% 
or more have an overhang. 

| remember, many years ago, a 
doctor saying to me, “It’s like when 
all the kids at school wore pointed 
shoes, and you wore round toes, 
you wanted to be like the other kids, 
and vice versa.” 
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Finally, a quick note on my fore- 
skin reconstruction. It looks like I'll 
finally lose out. My surgeon has told 
me that the chances of a good result 
are so slim that I’m not being 
charged for the final stage of the 
operation, three or four months from 
now. 

| thought he wasn’t going to admit 
defeat. Now, | guess, I'll have to face 
reality. But, I’ll hang in there and 
squeeze out every ounce of hope 
(and willpower) to prove him wrong. 

One funny note: | had hallucina- 
tions after the operation, and be- 
came almost suicidal —that’s not the 
funny bit. The funny bit is that the 
hallucinations were caused by a 
drug they gave me. Apparently | got 
a hard-on while they were operating. 
Can you imagine, fully anaesthetized 
and getting a boner? The surgeon 
must have had very sensitive hands. 

Ken 
London 


WAIT FOR IT 
Every other month | go out.and 
buy the new issue of Uncut. | love 
the photographs. Sometimes the 
models are too young for my taste. | 
dream of meeting a bearded, long- 
haired man with a big, uncut cock. | 
want to stick my clitoris in his tube 
of moist, wet flesh and stroke his 
skin around it until we’re both happy. 
Yes, | ama female, but you guys 
give me a lot of hope that | will find 
the kind of man | want, someday. 
Here in Ohio, butchering dick is 
very Christian. So, it’s hard to find 
uncut pagan cocks. 
C.S. 
Dayton, OH 


TO O2! 

Is everyone in Kansas crazy? | 
refer to the letter, “Kansas Misfit,” 
(July 1991) from Steve. Why would 
anyone want to tamper with some- 
thing as perfect as an uncut, blue- 
eyed blond? Follow the yellow brick 
road to California, Steve. We know 
how to handle foreskins herel. 

Jim 
Fresno, CA 
TO ARIZONA! 

Congratulations on a magazine ef- 
fort that is one of the very finest | 
have yet seen. 

Until my mid-30s, | was like Steve, 
the “Kansas Misfit,” and even tried — 
and almost succeeded — in circum- 
cising myself. | was so embarrassed 
by a piece of skin that it discolored 
my whole personality. | totally 
avoided any public nudity, even ina = 
public restroom. | also avoided sex, Angelo, photo by Terry Stuclio 
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because | thought | was inferior. 

At some point | came to my sen- 
ses, and to realize that the uncircum- 
cised cock is the most aesthetic and 
erotic of all genitals. | wouldn't trade 
my piece of skin for anything, 

| can only agree with you that 
Steve should move out of Kansas, 
with its narrow-minded folk, and 
maybe move next door to me! 

BiG 
Mesa, AZ 


THE DEBATE 

For a couple of years, | have fol- 
lowed the debate in the “Letters” 
section of Uncut over circumcision. 
agree wholeheartedly with those 
who want us to prevent the proce- 
dure when it’s not called for on 
religious or medical grounds. 

What | have not seen addressed 
by letter writers, however, is how 
one goes about intervening to 
prevent a circumcision of someone 
else’s child without getting shot 
down by the soon-to-be parents or 
their family (which may or may not 
be part of one’s family, too) or 
others. Good intentions aside, it’s dif- 
ficult if not impossible to blurt out in 
the midst of a conversation: ‘‘l sure 
hope you’re not going to have the 
kid circumcised, if it’s a boy.” 

The problem here is one my 
lawyer friends call standing: What 
business is it of mine to intervene in 
avery personal situation and 
decision, especially if | am not the 
father of the child? Do | have any 
standing to say anything even if | 
am an uncle or a cousin? Granted, 
the kid might thank me for it years 
later, but | can picture the parents 
coming unglued at my popping up 
and urging them not to have the 
kid’s cock trimmed. 

This is a question I'd like to see 
you toss out to the other readers in 
hopes someone can come.up with a 
reasonable approach. Maybe there 
are others out there who have run 
into this situation, and can offer their 
first-hand experiences in dealing 
with a touchy subject. 

One friend here suggested mail- 
ing some anti-circ pamphlets 
anonymously to the parents, but he 
could not say where a good one 
could be found—one that would do 
the job without offending the 
parents in the process. 


F.W. 
Texas 
(Editor’s note: If you're worried 
about being sued, we can only im- 
agine that happening in the op- 


posite situation. Say you urged the 
parents to have the child clipped for 
“health” reasons, or some other 
bugaboo, and the doctor sliced off 
the kid’s pecker. If | were one of the 
parents, and you were a profes- 
sional medical worker, | might have 
grounds for a suit based on your 
bad advice. The victim would have 
grounds for a medical malpractice 
suit. But giving advice to a friend 
based on your personal convictions 
just isn’t litigious. An incident arose 
where a professional friend called 
and asked me if | could recommend 
a pamphlet on the pros and cons of 
circumcision for a lesbian couple 
who were having a child. They.knew 
an issue existed around circum- 
cision, but were not familiar enough 
with the issues to make a decision. | 
suggested he have them contact 
NOCIRC, the head of which is a 
nurse, for information. My friend 
was concerned that the lesbian 
couple just get the facts and not any 
“hysterical material” —his phrase. 
He knew that the circumcision 
debate was a passionate one, on 
both sides. That can be the problem 
for prostlystizers, keeping the mes- 
sage clear without frightening those 
who are uneducated about your 
message. | can not imagine any- 
thing improper in asking, during a 
private moment between you and 
the parents, “By the way, if it’s a 
boy, have you made a decision 
about circumcision?” If you are 
good friends, if they usually accept 
your council, | would doubt they'd 


retort with, “That's none of your 
business.” Rather, you could ex- 
pect, “Why do you ask?” Even if 
one or both of them feels a little un- 
comfortable with the subject, no 
one ever rejects sincere advice 
from a friend. If they say they don't 
want to discuss the subject, rest as- 
sured you've set them to thinking 
about it. And, if that is the case, 
without pressing them, consider 
speaking privately with the future 
dad. When alone, you can start with 
a reassurance: ‘I don’t want to 
upset Cathy if she feels uncomfort- 
able talking about the subject, but! 
wondered how you felt about the 
possibility of not having him circum- 
cised..”” If your friendship leans 
more towards one of them, that 
could be whom you originally query. 
For many different reasons, either of 
them could feel uncomfortable dis- 
cussing not only the prospect of 
heir son's penis, but of penises in 
general. If neither talks to you about 
it, try to let it rest; once you've intro- 
duced the subject rest assured they 
will be discussing it when they are 
alone. We're really opposed to the 
surprise tract in the mail for a num- 
ber of reasons. But if you ever fee! 
that is the only way to broach the 
subject, be willing to ‘fess up to 
having sent it if you are ever asked. 
That in itself could be a perfect 
opening gambit to a serious conver- 
sation. Our only fear is that they 
could resent the method, even if 
they are open to the message, and 
it would put you in a bad light.) 


CIRCUMCISION 


WHAT IT DOES 
BY BILLY RAY BOYD 


One day Billy Ray Boyd came to the conclusion 
that the circumcision he suffered as a chhild 
was haveing a profound effect on him as a man. 

He began to sift through the history of circumcision, 
looking for the roots of this barbaric practice. Billy Ray 
Boyd founded The Victims Speak, an organization that 

bares witness, through its members, of the ongoing 
horrors of circumcision. Now he has written a concise 

and compelling look at the history of and reasons for 
| circumcision. Circumcision: What It Does also includes 
_ information on foreskin reconstruction techniques and 
a directory of support groups for circumcised men. 
Paperback original, 6x8", 96 pages; $6.95 plus $1 
postage and handling. Order from: 
CB&V, BOX 97694, LAS VEGAS, NV 89193. 
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As foreskin lovers, have you ever 
wondered what prehistoric lunatic 
performed the first circumcision? Do 
you know why he decided to fuck 
around with Father Nature and 
remove that sensuous piece of flesh 
hooding the penis? Scholars sug- 
gest pagan religious rites were initial- 
ly responsible, with far more bizarre 
reasons cited later on. In the 
Western world, the hapless prepuce 
has been damned for everything 
from masturbation and venereal dis- 
ease to cancer and premature 
ejaculation. The result has been the 
unnecessary loss of untold millions 
of foreskins, almost always against 
the owner’s will. Happily, as the 21st 
century dawns, we’re emerging from 
the clutches of those who, even 
today, would make circumcision an 
automatic practice for newborn 
American boys. To understand why 
we can look forward to this age of 
foreskin enlightenment, we first have 
to look back. 


'y HISTORY’S FIRST 


ROUMCISION 


BY MIKE LAZARUS 


The ancient Egyptians are to 
blame for some of the earliest cir- 


athletes solved the foreskin problem 
by tying strings around the prepuce 


cumcisions. They even had a circum- to keep the head out of sight. This 


cision god who guaranteed fertile 
crops for the Nile valley, a virile deity 
often painted with an erection. 
Some Egyptians even believed the 
first god clipped himself, thereby 
creating the universe with his blood 
flow. It seemed to remain largely a 
matter of choice, though, since 
pharaohs were usually uncut. His- 
tory suggests Abraham introduced 
circumcision to the Jews during 
their bondage in Egypt, and their 
lawgivers eventually made it man- 
datory as a covenant with God. New- 
born Jewish males then underwent 
the deed as a religious rite. 

By contrast, the ancient Greeks 
accepted the foreskin as naturally as 
they did homosexuality. In fact, they 
regarded the cockhead as ugly and 
considered exposing it a serious so- 
cial taboo. Since the Olympic 
Games were conducted in the nude, 


explains the strange look of fores- 
kins in classical Greek wall paintings 
and pottery. 

In the 6th century, circumcision 
got a serious boost from 
Mohammed whose followers were 
required to be clipped between 
adolescence and marriage. Unfor- 
tunately, Moslems weren't content 
to limit the ugly practice to their own 
men. When they forged an empire 
sprawling from India to Spain, it 
wasn't just nations that fell to the 
fierce Sword of Islam. Males in those 
conquered provinces made a much 
more personal sacrifice as forcible 
conversion became the law, and 
loss of the foreskin with it. The 12th 
century crusades sent thousands of 
knights in shining armor to liberate 
Jerusalem from the pagan Moslems. 
It had unimaginable consequences, 
however, since victorious Moslems 
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often claimed most unusual spoils. 
Many defeated and no doubt 
humiliated knights returned to 
England and France without victory 
and their precious prepuce. 

The first occurrence of European 
Christians circumcising their own 
men came by accident in 1600 when 
British troops conquered Moghul 
India. To prevent their prisoners of 
war from being forcibly shorn by 
vengeful Moghul troops, the Brits or- 
dered their boys circumcised for 
protection against these zealous 
butchers. Thus began one of the 
most distasteful British traditions as 
military surgeons followed orders to 
“clip ye skin entire’ of troops sta- 
tioned in India. Circumcised soldiers 
were called ‘“‘clipcocks” and those 
lucky enough to be stationed else- 
where were nicknamed “‘peelcocks”’ 
since they still had something to 
peel back. That moniker later began 
“pillcocks.” 

Oddly enough, circumcision be- 
came a British status symbol of 
sorts, a sign that one had served His 
Majesty overseas, although one 
wonders under what circumstances 
clipcocks showed off their patriotic 
meat! The upper classes started clip- 
ping their baby boys while the lower 
classes kept their foreskins, if little 
else. But even the poor lost out 
when something called “masturba- 
tion hysteria” swept the empire 
under Queen Victoria. 

Fantastic as it sounds, it was 
believed that the mere presence of a 


~ Movine? 
Want to keep getting it regular? 


You could miss an issue or even worse if you don’t 
notify the fulfillment office as soon as possible when 
you plan to move. 


prepuce was enough to induce un- 
controllable jerking off, and an entire 
nation moved to prevent it with 
something akin to witch hunts be- 
coming the tragic rule of the day. Of- 
fenders were tied, chained and 
otherwise restrained with plaster, 
rubber or leather (!), and eventually 
even the Royal College of Surgeons 


Circumcision 
spread with the 
6th century 
Moslem Empire, 
as both foreskins 
and entire nations 
fell to the sword 
of Islam. 


got in on the act. The title of their 
dangerous official publication 
speaks for itself: “On Circumcision 
As Preventive to Masturbation.” 
Now the British of all classes fell vic- 
tim to a surgeon’s scalpel wielded 
with the same Zeal as that deadly 
sword of Islam! 

By the outbreak of the First World 
War, the great majority of upper 
class Brits were cut while half the 
poor managed to retain their fore- 
skin. While masturbation hysteria 
finally abated, anti-foreskin advo- 
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cates found an ally in military sur- 
geons now insisting circumcision 
prevented venereal disease! Stand- 
ard clipping of soldiers headed for 
the whores of the Continent con- 
tinued until the Second World War, 
when socialized medicine ceased 
payment for routine circumcision. 
Economics plus an impressive num- 
ber of prestigious (and largely 
clipped) British professionals com- 
bined to end the practice, and today 
less than half of one percent of 
British boy babies lose their fore- 
skin. Any well-traveled foreskin lover 
will tell you Great Britain is paradise 
on earth! 

Not so in the United States, al- 
though luckily this is changing, too. 
Americans remained unclipped until 
physicians here caught British mas- 
turbation mania at the turn of the 
century. They later jumped on the 
VD-prevention bandwagon, and by 
the end of World War I, twenty-five 
percent of Americans were cut. 

The percentage rose higher still 
as anti-masturbators took their scal- 
pels into orphanages and juvenile 
homes, and preventative medicine 
became chic. Tonsils and foreskins 
were removed as a matter of course 
in boys’ schools everywhere, and on 
the eve of World War Il, over half of 
American men were without their 
prepuce. Incredibly, the worst was 
yet to come! 

Circumcision reared its clipped 
head with a vengeance in the 
Second World War. Military 
physicians became more obsessed 
then ever with the notion that fore- 
skins and venereal disease were 
linked, and tens of thousands of 
young soldiers paid the ultimate 
price. Equally hideous was the 
military's tendency to use circum- 
cision as a weapon against their 
own troops, a power trip as it were. 
The message was painfully clear: If 
Uncle Sam was omnipotent enough 
to whack off your foreskin, you'd bet- 
ter behave while he was your boss! 
Even worse was allowing neophyte 
surgeons to practice their craft 
aboard troopships; all sorts of ex- 
cuses were found to cut unwary 
sailors and help the doctor hone his 
bloody skills. When the Japanese 
capitulated in 1945, over three 
quarters of American troops had sur- 
rendered their foreskins, and there 
was no end in sight. 

As if there weren't already enough 
trumped-up excuses for non- 
religious circumcision in this 
country, physicians in the ’50s found 


a 


even more. Led by celebrated 
pediatrician Dr. Benjamin Spock, 
family doctors convinced credulous 
parents to cut their boy babies so 
they would “‘fit in’ better. If the need 
to conform wasn’t convincing 
enough, doctors warned that fore- 
skins were linked to penile and cervi- 
cal cancer, not to mention 
premature ejaculation. Famed 
sexologist Dr. Alfred Kinsey 
launched a study his death would 
leave incomplete, and even the CIA 
got in on the act, doing a secret 
study on our country’s castration 
complex. In the meantime, circum- 
cision flourished along with a multi- 
million dollar trade in the tools for 
physicians to practice it, and, 
believe it or not, a do-it-yourself kit 
actually hit the market! The Korean 
War in the early 50s brought the per- 
centage of circumcised Americans 
to over 80 percent! 

The stormy 60s, however 
spawned different attitudes toward 
both war and routine circumcision. 
U.S. Army doctors in Vietnam tried 
to maintain the practice as a deter- 
rent to disease-ridden Vietnamese 
hookers, but soldiers faced with the 
blade yelled, ‘Hell no!” They fought 
back by going A.W.O.L. and staying 
celibate, and returned stateside with 
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both personal standards and fore- 
skins intact. Back home, anti-circum- 
cision movements grew right along 
with the anti-war movement, and in 
the '70s good old Dr. Spock did an 
about-face and told parents to leave 
their baby boys alone. The move- 
ment was aided further when the 
American Academy of Pediatricians 


Circumcision 
was a 
preventive measure 
for British soldiers 
in conquered India. 
They were clipped 
before roving bands 
of Muslim fanatics 
did the job for them. 


elected to cease recommending 
routine infantile circumcision. A real 
boost came in 1978 when the 
American College of Obstetricians 
and Pediatricians announced that an 
end to routine circumcision would 
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save Americans over $150 million an- 
nually. 

As the ’70s and ’80s merged, exer- 
cise-crazed America embraced 
everything from natural foods to 
natural childbirth, and happily that in- 
cluded the natural baby. Horrified 
mothers-to-be learned circumcision 
was often performed by medical resi- 
dents and doctors-in-training who 
sometimes botched the job. Their 
fears were compounded when they 
learned babies couldn't be anes- 
thetized and echoed the G.I.’s “Hell, 
no!” when faced with giving their 
baby boy unnecessary and ex- 
cruciating pain. Savvy obstetricians 
encouraged prospective parents to 
seriously consider leaving their 
son’s foreskin intact, unless for 
religious purposes, and by the begin- 
ning of the ’90s, one out of five male 
newborns was leaving the hospital a 
natural baby. Better yet, signs indi- 
cate the percentage is rising. 

For those American men lucky 
enough to keep their foreskins, there 
are benefits other than having that 
extra bit of skin for himself and 
others to play with and admire. 
Simply put, the foreskin is an 
erogenous zone all its own. The 
prepuce is made up of supersensi- 
tive nerve endings much more easily 
stimulated than skin on other areas 
of the body. Early man learned how 
good it felt to pull back his hood, 
either in intercourse, with his own 
hand or with someone’s mouth. 
When he discovered this good 
thing, he kept doing it until he 
climaxed and the sensation 
stopped. It’s something modern 
man has not improved upon, espe- 
cially when he’s allowed to keep his 
foreskin. 

Unclipped men swear jacking off 
feels better to them than their 
clipped brothers, and there’s medi- 
cal data to support them. When cut 
men masturbate, they usually focus 
on the area behind the corona 
where some of the foreskin nerves 
linger and often ignore the cock- 
head. By contrast, uncut men con- 
centrate on this spot by holding their 
foreskin and rolling it over the cock- 
head for greatest erotic results. 
Penile sensitivity varies considerably 
from one man to another, butt’s un- 
disputed that uncircumcised men 
can experience how it feels to be 
both cut and uncut by merely skin- 
ning back the prepuce. Sadly, 
clipped men don't have that option, 
unless they resort to reconstructive 

(continued on page 96) 
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UNITY "94-GAY GAMES IV 
1994-NYC 


New York in '94, the Official Organizing Committee Be a part of this historic event. There are several 
for the 1994 Gay Games, Unity '94, needs you to bea ways you can help. Buy a t-shirt or become a four- 
part of the team that will present the largest year member and get a t-shirt for free. Mem- 
sports and cultural festival ever, even larger berships are offered at various levels and all 
than the Olympics. Preparations are already are tax deductible. The yearly membership at 
underway for this milestone event which, coin- only $25 per year includes the Unity '94 news- 
ciding with the 25th anniversary of the Stone- letter, a quarterly publication which will be 
wall Riots, will make New York City home to the available in early 1991 to keep you up to date 
largest celebration of Gay and Lesbian pride and with our progress. Your generous contribution will 
accomplishment the world has ever known. help us bring Unity '94 together! 


I'd like to BE A PART Of NY in '94's UNITY '94: GAY GAMES IV & CULTURAL FESTIVAL! 


OC I'd like to purchase t-shirts @ $12 each, plus $2 shipping for each Please print: 
shirt (US funds ONLY). Ss M L XL 


I'd like to become a member of NY in '94, check appropriate box below. 
O) PRIORITY MEMBERSHIP $250 Membership card, quarterly news- 
letter, t-shirt, priority consideration for NY in ‘94 events, patron listing 
O) SPECIAL MEMBERSHIP $100Membership card, quarterly newslet- 
ter, t-shirt. Phone: (day) evening) 
0) YEARLY MEMBERSHIP $25 Quarterly newsletter (1 year) 


Name 


Address 


Make checks payable in US FUNDS ONLY to: NY in'94, Inc., PO Box 202, Times Square Station, 
New York, New York 10036. Thank you for your support. 


UNCUT 17 


18 UNCUT 


UNCUT 19 


i 
ADVENTURES 


OF SKINHUNTER 


MEMORIES OF A 
VOLCANO IN SICILY 


Six of us huddled on the rim of the 
crater. It was just one of the secon- 
dary lava geysers of Sicily’s Mt. 
Etna, but it was hot and fiery and 
erupting with high-flying spumes of 
lava... 

Just like we were... 

Guillermo had cum first. His legs 
had buckled a little as his back 
arched, his tongue stretching 
downward to attempt contact with 
the shiny red knob of his cook. His 
hand was pumping furiously as his 
back curled over, urging his cock to 
grow upwards to receive its master’s 
kiss of lust. But Guillermo was too 
chunkily muscular to achieve union 
of his own mouth and prick, and 
there was no more time... 

With a cry of mingled frustration 
and triumph, Guillermo straightened 
up and pointed his magnificent ten 
inches out over the crater. Sperm 
hurtled out and down into the eerie 
red glow of the pit. Streamers of lava 
juice hung momentarily in the air, 
like the white cord behind a har- 
poon. We imagined, rather than 
heard, the sizzle far below as the vol- 
cano greedily accepted the love of- 
fering into its molten soul. 

Three other high-flying ribbons of 
lust cream followed immediately 


from other guys on the rim. As 
before, the sperm seemed to float 
on the hot updraft before spiraling 
downwards to be consumed by the 
red mouth in the crater depths. This 
time it was as though the volcano 
had joined in our circle jerk and, 
mocking our puny efforts, spat up a 
high-flying spume of molten lava 


Guillermo 
straightened up 
and pointed his 

magnificent 

ten inches 
out over 
the crater... 


that crested just ten feet in front of 
us before failing backwards into the 
waiting red mouth. 

Henk, blond and gorgeous and 
one of the most sexually energetic 
guys | had ever been with, gave a 
whoop of excitement. Then he 
stepped behind me and shoved his 
hot fuck poker up my ass. 


He tore into my ass with a fury 
and strength that almost matched 
the power of the volcano. | leaned 
back onto his massive chest, my 
hand falling away from jerking my 
meat. It just wasn’t needed any 
more. Each thrust of Henk’s thick 
fleshy, cock pummeled its way up 
through my guts into my throbbing, 
leaping dick. The sweat oozed noisi- 
ly between my naked back and his 
smooth, hairless chest and belly. My 
arms snaked backwards, and my 
hands cupped his rock hard buns, 
urging them to work even harder to 
fuck my ass into slavish obedience 
to the vicious mastery of his massive 
love tool. 

Henk was so tight in my ass that | 
could feel the lush folds of his fore- 
skin rippling backwards and for- 
wards inside the moist tunnel of my 
ass. He would pull backwards com- 
pletely out of my shit chute, and | 
would feel my sphincter close franti- 
cally around the soft bundle of fores- 
kin that was all that was left inside 
me. Then Henk would instantly ram 
his cock back into me through the 
linking folds of drapery...up and in 
all the way, hot and hard. 

“!’m cumming,” he moaned. 
Then his body went rigid against my 
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own and | felt the tip of his big dick 
smash into my prostate 

His jism exploded out of the im- 
pacted cock tip. | felt it spurt back- 
wards along the length of the shaft 
buried in my ass. 

And then | came. 

Untouched, my cock felt as 
though its veins were ready to pop a 
leak. With a rush that nearly made 
me black out, my body tensed to 
begin rocketing-off its load of love 
juice. Henk’s fuck artistry had made 
me ready to unload a quart of jism... 

And | did. 

Like tracer shells my spunk shot 
out and up, then arched and slowly 
fell into the consuming depths of the 
crater. Again and again... 

Dreamily satisfied with his or- 
gasm that had filled me up with his 
jism, Henk continued to hold onto 
me as his uncut sausage-like prick 
slowly shrunk inside my ass. He felt 
good and right, and we just stood 
there thinking our thoughts. 

Henk and | had met in the morn- 
ing when my friend Cuthbert Pryce- 
Williams, former British rugby star 


Se eT ER Pe SSS 


and whore who was now an interna- 
tionally-known fashion photographer 
known as Maximo, had introduced 
us at a shooting site in Taormina’s 
historic Greek amphitheater. Erm 
Hoeffler, the German fashion witch, 
had hired me because my red hair 
and fair skin were right for some of 
the colors she was promoting. The 


SSS 
Stripped, 
Guido was 
tight and toned. 
Black hair 
spread luxuriantly 
over big pecs to 
trail down... 


shooting schedule brought us to the 
upper slopes of Mt. Etna where Erm 
had spitefully left her male models 
nude and without transportation. It 
had been an eventful day. 


HOLLYWOOD HUNKS 


SPECIAL EDITION NOTE CARDS 
Wow! What an eye-opening collection of black and white notecards, featur- 
ing the likes of Elvis, Rock Hudson, John Wayne, Randolph Scott, Cary 
Grant, Herman Brix, Don Murray, Tan Hunter, James Dean & Sean Connery. 
10 unique cards showing the beefiest beefcake shots of Hollywood's hottest 


hunks! Cards are 5x7 and come boxe 


exclusively from: 


dina set of 10 different for $11 postpaid 


CB&V, BOX 97694, LAS VEGAS, NV 89193 
a RE ES EE rough ground until it reached the 


22 UNCUT 


And as | saw Maximo, the only 
one of us left with clothes, emerge 
out of a swirl of cloud and steam 
with two policemen in tow...well, | 
knew it was about to be an eventful 
evening. 

We must have made an eye-pop- 
ping sight to the Italian 
policemen...six naked guys dripping 
jism. But the cops weren't shocked; 
they were practically licking their lips 
at the sight of six gorgeous bodies 
so obviously available. 

They looked pretty good to 
me...but then I’ve always had a soft 
spot for foreign uniforms. One Italian 
cop was a hot-looking wrestler type, 
the other was roughly the size of the 
Coliseum. Ha was big and blond, 
but with very dark olive skin. This is 
a combination I’ve seen only in Sici- 
ly, and has something to do with the 
Greek, Roman, North African, and 
Norman Blood that is the heritage of 
the island. 

“How did you manage to find two 
gay cops at the top of Mt. Etna?” | 
asked Maximo as we all shuffled off 
through the mist. 

“| didn’t,” he replied pertly, 
thoroughly pleased with himself. ‘'! 
screwed Guido,” he pointed toward 
the short, muscular officers loping 
to keep up with our longer strides, 
“last night...at my villa. So | called 
the Police Barracks in Taormina 
from the summit restaurant and had 
him get his arse up here. He made it 
in record time when | told him he 
could have his pick of six male 
models, or a// of you, if he so 
desired. He brought a friend along, 
too; tells me this Carlo is one of the 
natural attractions of Sicily.” He 
stopped and threw a backward 
glance at the mountain man bring- 
ing up the rear. “I say,” the former 
Cuthbert Pryce-Williams sounded a 
bit anxious, “! hope you guys didn't 
poop yourself or anything. These 
two cops are expecting to PARTY!” 

“Don't worry,” | said, “we'll find 
the strength somehow.” Behind me, 
Henk and the English model had 
both heard our conversation, and 
they let out a whooping echo of | 
agreement. 

The cops had brought a Fiat 


paddy wagon, and we loaded oursel- 


ves into the back. Away from the 
crater there was the beginning of an 
evening chill, and our cocks were 
responding in a less than stud-like 
fashion. 

The doors slammed and the 
paddy wagon jolted over some 


smoother surface of the summit 
road. Then Guido took off downhill 
with a speed that left our stomachs 
bouncing around on the road be- 
hind us. Jammed in, thigh to thigh, 
were six naked guys and one ever- 
randy rugby-playing photographer. | 
was just beginning to enjoy the sen- 
suous thrill of the closeness of all 
that warm prime male flesh, when | 
felt a hand snake out of the dark- 
ness and fasten on my cock. | imme- 
diately went hard. 

“Just checking,’ Maximo sang 
out cheerfully. “I don’t want our res- 
cuers to be disappointed.” 

After about half an hour the 
wagon screeched to a halt. As the 
doors opened | had a brief glimpse 
of an empty courtyard. Guido and 
the other policeman climbed aboard 
and shut the door behind them. We 
were in near darkness once again 
until someone snapped on a red 
overhead light. 

Guido and his friend stripped off 
their uniforms as we watched. Guido 
was bubbling with good humor and 
eager anticipation, and said some- 
thing to Maximo. 

“It seems as though he has this 
fantasy of making it with a bunch of 
guys in the back of his paddy 
wagon,” Maximo translated for me. 

Interesting, unusual, potentially 
hot. | mentally said, Count me in! 

Stripped, Guido was tight and 
toned. Black hair spread luxuriantly 
out over big pecs to trail down over 
a ripped belly to froth darkly around 
a fat, thick, hooded cock that was 
slightly drawn back so a bright-red 
piss slit gleamed wetly within the col- 
lar of skin. 

Very promising! 

The younger, bigger cop had 
stripped down to bikini shorts. His 
body was classically heavy, 
bodybuilder style. Every muscle that 
could be popped or ripped 
was...and in the red light his olive 
skin was dark and velvety and 
lustrous. The body had been oiled 
sometime earlier in the day. Carlo 
obviously had that inborn Italian 
sense of the dramatic...he knew 
damn well the effect the oil would 
have in giving an already fantastic 
physique the glossy edge of almost 
unreal perfection. 

Carlo had said nothing, but he 
had riveted our attention on his 
every move. Slowly, and with his 
own eyes raking slowly over his fas- 
cinated audience, he pushed down 
his bikini briefs. It had been obvious 
that a monster had been cradled in 


the low-hanging sling of fabric. But 
now it uncoiled and flopped down 
between Carlo’s popped-vein thighs. 
It wasn’t hard...yet it was easily 
ten inches. At its base was an ex- 
plosion of blond fuzz, actually pink 
because of the light. The penis itself 
was dark, almost black, and with 
drooping folds of foreskin encasing 
the cockhead. It was thick, and 
snaked with veins. It was as big as 


the body Carlo had fashioned out of 


hard work and long hours in the 
gym...a perfect accessory for a 
giant. But the cock had come free... 

The lucky bastard. 

For a moment | thought all eight 
of us crowded into the paddy wagon 
were going to jump Carlo's bones at 
one and the same time. But it wasn't 
to be. 

Guido spoke for his fellow cop. 

“He says it’s strictly look, but 
don't touch,” translated a near- 
breathless Maximo. 

It took a few minutes before the 
universal sense of disappointment 
vanished. But the silent presence of 
the big man was enough of a, turn- 
on. Soon the paddy wagon was a 
mass of naked flesh writhing around 
as we found and pleasured each 
other’s bodies. But somehow | 
managed to keep my eyes on the 
icon-like figure hulking over us. 
Carlo’s eyes never stopped roving 
as he sucked in the sights and 
sounds and smells of eight rutting 
guys. Everyone knew it, and there 
seemed to be an instinctive competi- 
tion to see who could hold Carlo’s 
attention longest. 

Guys had come and gone in my 
mouth and ass, never staying long, 
just keeping hard, then moving on 
before getting trapped into an or- | 
gasm. No one wanted to cum until 
he had found the position that was 
the biggest turn-on for Carlo.. After 
twenty minutes the giant cook was 
still soft, but Carlo was moving 
closer for a better view of cocks ram- 
ming assholes and mouths sucking 
on juicy cockheads. 

The Belgian model, a brunet 
whose name | never learned, had 
thrown my legs over his shoulders 
and was probing into my ass with 
his tongue. He was collecting lots of 
the good stuff left there when Henk 
had cum in my ass. Carlo seemed to 
find the slurping —mmmgood — 
noises pretty interesting. For the first 
time | notice the giant cock stir. The 
Belgian noticed too and worked all 
the harder on my asshole. | swear 
that if it could have been done he 
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would have fucked me with his 
‘ head. He was that anxious to please 
Carlo. 

Another blond head appeared 
over my body. It was Henk, and he 
zeroed in on my prick and sucked it 
into his throat. | felt Henk’s tongue 
wrap itself around my cockhead, 
pushing back my foreskin to expose 
my glans to the wetness of his 
throat. Pre-cum leaked from my piss 
slit to make my thrusts smoother. 

At this point Guido straddled my 
upper body and thrust his meaty 
dick into my throat. My view of Carlo 
was thus blocked, but for the mo- 
ment | was really pleased to work on 
another Italian glory. 

Guido’s cock was already slick 
from other mouths and asses, so it 
tasted good and gamey. Behind the 
copious wreath of foreskin was a 
cache of untouched cock-cheese. 
As | licked and sucked, Guido face- 
fucked me with a responsive en- 
thusiasm that is characteristic of 
Italian gays. As he slammed past my 
tonsils | knew he was enjoying every 
minute of our coupling. 

After a few minutes Guido moved 
on over my face and | was able to 
tongue-fuck his asshole. At about 
the same time my view cleared and | 
was able to see Carlo again. But 
now his cock was in full erection, 
sticking out straight in front of him 
and swaying heavily. It looked like a 
cop’s nightstick! 

There had been a shift-change at 
my ass, and now someone new was 
squirreling his dick up my ass. It was 
an unusual circular movement that 
stretched my pucker and made my 
love tunnel feel like it was filled with 
rush-hour traffic. 

| felt very good, and for a mo- 
ment Carlo and his huge dong 
drifted out of my thoughts. 

| heard some rapid Italian being 
spoken, and than old Bert/Maximo 
was whispering into my ear. 

“Lay where you are. The rest of 
us are going to jerk off all over your 
belly.” . 

“Okay,” | said, leaving the why? 
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unasked. 

“Special request from young Her- 
cules,” muttered Maximo. 

In the dim red light, lying on the 
floor of the paddy wagon, | felt as 
though | were on some satanic altar 
and surrounded by a coven of very, 
hunky satyrs...some standing, some 
kneeling on the benches that lined 
either side of the floor where | lay. At 
my feet hulked Carlo, now silently 
stroking his own rigid dong...rhyth- 
mically unveiling his skin-clad cock- 
head. 

The warm, stuffy air was charged 
with excitement as the group 
worked on their meat. | looked 
around at the richness and variety of 
the cocks pointed down at me and 
moaned with pleasure. I’ve always 
taken sluttish pleasure in having 
guys cum on me...| love to see the 
jism spurt and fly...love to run my 
fingers through the warm, sticky 
pools of maleness coating my chest 
and belly...touching my fingers to 
my lips and sucking them dry... 

And now eight studs were going 
to get their rocks off on me...hey, 
maybe, just maybe...it would be 
nine... 

Eight guys can't all cum at the 
same time, but they were close. Hot 
cum cascaded down on my naked 
flesh, so much that | could feel trick- 
les of the precious stuff snaking 
around and down my sides to pud- 
dle under my body. 

Carlo watched all this, his hand 
moving relentlessly up and down his 
long, thick penis. The blond hair en- 
circling the base of the shaft, and 
covering the massive balls, was al- 
most like a pink halo. 

“A divine dick,” | though to 
myself. 

When the others were done they 
drew back. Then Carlo approached, 
and kneeled over me. He scooped 
handfuls of spunk over his long rod, 
as though bathing it in love juices. 
He let his balls dangle over my rigid 
pole, teasing me with the exquisite 
softness of the blond fuzz... 

| felt my own orgasm finally 


surge...felt my jism hurtle upward to 
splat against those heavily swaying 
balls. 

It was the extra charge Carlo 
needed. 

His hands splayed themselves 
around his balls and the base of his 
shaft. Then, still kneeling, he 
stretched backwards. His butt was 
cradled by his heels and his hair al- 
most touched the floor. His sculpted 
body was drawn into a muscular 
tautness that made him look as 
though he were a longbow, tensed 
to release an arrow... 

Or a volcano, ready to blow... 

As we watched, the entire body 
shuddered convulsively, the huge 
cook vibrated as though it were 
about to take off but was barely © 
restrained by the fingers holding on 
to its base. 

| swear | saw a swelling travel up 
the thick, column-like urethral vein... 

| know | saw the first upthrust of 
white sperm spume upwards as 
though it were lava from a volcanic 
cone. 

Again and again...undreamed of 
amounts of sperm shot high out of 
Carlos dick...up, up, then floating 
for a moment before plunging back 
to splatter across his tensed belly 
and thighs. 

Again and again... There seemed 
to be no end to the stream of love 
lava. 

In fact, it was just an appetizer. It 
seems as though Carlo was finally 
ready to join the party, on a guy-to- 
guy basis. 

The party continued when we 
were finally smuggled into the villa 
Cuthbert Pryce-Williams had rented. 
Carlo revealed the depths of his 
talents by coming time and again, in 
my mouth and Henk’s ass. As | 
recall, Carlo had enough for 
everyone. Once started, Carlo 
couldn't stop erupting. 

When | think of volcanoes these 
days, |-never think of Mt. Etna, or 
Vesuvius, or Krakatoa. | think of a 
cop named Carlo whose volcanic 
sex ought to be taped for posterity. | 
can see cock cults being formed by 
jism fanciers around the world...| 
can see VCRs smoking as Carlo 
erupts. 

But Carlo is available only to 
those who can travel to Taor- 
mina...and getting him into the 
mood takes more than a pretty face 
and a nice dick. 

You see, Carlo is just like a 
volcano. He’s dormant most of the 
time... A 
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HIRED HAND 


BY DERER ADANIS 


It was going to be my last summer 
on the farm. I’d graduated from high 
school and managed a scholarship 
at the state university about two 
hundred miles from the small farm- 
ing community where | lived with my 
folks. | was looking forward to going 
away to college, but | also knew I'd 
miss the rhythms and cycles of the 
farm labor I'd done since | was a kid. 

| had acted as my Dad’s hired 
hand since | was twelve years old. 
Now, with me going away in the fall, 
there was no way the folks could 
handle the place by themselves, so 
my Dad was busy interviewing men 
to find a replacement for me. 

It wasn’t an easy process. One 
guy came over to the house reeking 
of booze. Another was over sixty- 
five, looking for some light chores to 
supplement his retirement. Most of 
the others were college-age guys 
like myself, looking for summer 
work. Dad was getting pretty dis- 
couraged by the time that Jack 
Pomerantz finally came along. 

Jack had owned a farm in lowa 
until his loans had been called in by 
a failing bank when it was taken over 
by a big East Coast banking con- 
cern that evidently believed 
vegetables grew in the bins at the su- 


permarket. He’d tried life in the city 
but said he was totally miserable 
away from the land. My Dad liked 
him immediately and hired him on 
the spot. | was going to help him get 
used to the routines here on the 
farm—my Dad was very particular 
about how things were done. | was 
happy as hell about the whole thing, 


His arms were huge, 
his biceps and triceps 
jumping and knotting 
every time he 
lifted something 
or pounded a nail 


someone to talk to. 

Jack was a dedicated worker, 
treating the place like it was his own. 
Between the two of us, chores got 
done in record time and we had the 
opportunity to start on my Dad’s 
long wish list of improvements. It 
didn’t seem to matter what we did— 


setting fenceposts, clearing brush or 
building an addition to the barn— 
Jack was fast and meticulous. 

| liked him a lot. He was some- 
where between thirty-five and forty, 
tall, dark-haired and built like a man 
who’s done heavy manual labor all 
his life. When he’d strip out of his 
shirt during the heat of the day, | 
couldn't keep my eyes off of him. 
His arms were huge, his biceps and 
triceps jumping and knotting every 
time he lifted something or pounded 
a nail or sawed a board. His broad 
chest was covered with long silky 
hairs that were usually plastered flat 
with sweat to the bulging mounds of 
his pecs. His gut curved out slightly 
when he was at rest, but I’d seen it 
snap into a wall of ripples many 
times while we worked together side 
by side. 

| was in pretty good shape myself, 
even though Jack outweighed me 
by about forty pounds. Years of 
wrestling with bales of hay and all 
the other work associated with life 
on the farm had sculpted a body 
that | was very proud of. My only 
regret was the fact that | was 
doomed to be hairless. | had about 
six hairs on my chest and a fairly re- 
spectable bush above my prick, but 


UNCUT 29 


other than that | was smooth as a 
baby’s butt. 

“It shows off your muscles, Tom,” 
Jack had said philosophically when | 
brought up the subject while we 
were mucking out the stalls in the 
cow barn. “No use hiding a build 
like yours.” 

“Thanks. | just wish | had a chest 
like yours.” 

“You like that, huh?” he asked 
reflectively, rubbing his hand over 
his chest, making the sweat-damp 
hairs stand up in little spikes in the 
valley between his pecs. “I never 
thought much about it, one way or 
the other.” 

“Most people don’t spend time 
worrying about what they’ve got,” | 
chuckled. “Damn, it’s hot today. 
You interested in going for a swim 
after we knock off for the day?” 

“That sounds like a first-rate idea, 
Tom. You're on.” 

| had a special swimming hole 
that | hadn’t shared with anyone, not 
even my good buddies at school. It 
was way down af the back of the . 
north pasture, hidden by a thick 
growth of wild plum trees so you 
couldn't see it until you were damn 
near in it. It was really just a wide 
spot in Jackson’s creek, but it was a 
good eight feet deep in the middle 
and the water was always refreshing- 
ly cool. The bank was grassy and 
the breeze seemed to blow there, 
even on the hottest day. 

One of the main reasons I’d never 
shared it with anybody else was be- 
cause it was my favorite place to 
jack off. Oh, the bathroom will do in 
a pinch, or even the bed, but noth- 
ing compares to lying back in the 
late afternoon sun, soaking up the 
rays while you’re choking your hog 
till it blows off, leaving you all 
relaxed and dreamy and sort of tin- 
gling all over. 

I’d usually swim a little first, just to 
get rid of all the sweat and grime ac- 
cumulated during the day, then 


sprawl out on the bank and take mat- 


ters in hand. | was always so 
damned horny that I’d be hard by 
the time | climbed out of the water, 
my boner poking me in the belly. I’d 
point it straight up in the air and 
work the juice tube running up the 
underside till my honey would start 
to ooze. Then I’d smear the sticky 
liquid all over the fat head of my 
cock, till it glistened in the sun. 
Usually, by that time, my old one- 
eyed buddy would be twitching and 
throbbing, demanding more friction 
than | could give it with just one 
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sticky finger. I’d wrap my hand tight 


' around the thick shaft and start 


doing what comes so naturally to 
me. 

| gotta admit, | sort of get off on 
looking at myself while I’m beating 
my meat. I’d tense up my belly and 
flex my pecs, running my free hand 
along the ridges of muscle under my 


aa eee: 
I gotta admit, 
I sort of 
get off on 
looking at myself 
while I’m 
beating my meat 


tanned hide. Seemed like the harder 
I'd tense up, the bigger my dick 
would get, till the head sometimes 
looked like it was going to explode. 

That usually meant that | was get- 
ting close —real close. I’d pick up 
the pace, groaning and panting as 
my fist flew up and down like a 
speeded-up film. My balls would 
draw up ina tight knot between my 
legs and I’d howl as my toes started 
to curl, scaring the birds out of the 
trees above my head. 

Sometimes | can’t believe how 
much juice | pump when | do finally 
pop my cork. | usually point my dick 
straight up and watch the thick 
strings of white goo arc up high in 
the air before splattering back down 
across my thighs and belly. | es- 
timate my best shot to be about five 
feet, straight up —but that’s only a 
guess. By the time the last drops get 
milked out and dribble down over 
my fist, | usually look like 
somebody’s poured a bucket of 
heavy cream all over me. My 
damned balls must work overtime 
building up a fresh supply every day. 

“This is it,” | said, standing aside 
and letting Jack pass me on the nar- 
row path I’d worn through the tall 
grass. He walked over to the edge 


.and stood there, hands on hips, 


looking all around him. I’d never 
paid much attention to his back, but 
it was quite.a piece of work. His 
spine was cut in between two deep 
ridges of muscle, and his shoulders 
looked a yard wide in contrast to his 
narrow waist. 

“Perfect,” Jack said happily. 
“You've found the ideal place, Tom. 
| appreciate you bringing me here.” 


“Last one in!” | hollered, kicking 
off my work shoes and peeling out 
of my pants. | ran past him and 
dived in, hoping | could keep from 
springing a hardon. | failed. The 
thought of being here with Jack had 
me more turned on than | was ready 
to admit. 

| heard him dive in a couple of 
minutes later. We swam around for a 
good ten minutes, relishing the cool 
water and the chance to get clean. | 
finally scrambled out onto the far 
bank and rolled over on my 
stomach to hide my boner. It usually 
wouldn't go soft till | beat off, but 
that could be a problem today, con- 
sidering | had a guest and all. 

Jack splashed around a bit more, 
then swam to the shallows and 
stood there, shaking the water out of 
his curly hair. The sun was behind 
him, so all | could see was his sil- 
houette. I'd never seen him without 
his pants before, and | was glad to 
see that his legs lived up to the 
promise of the rest of his body. His 
thighs bulged out thick and tight and 
his calves were knotted with muscle. 
He stretched mightily, then walked 
to the bank and dropped down onto 
his knees, right in front of me. 

| did a double-take when | saw his 
cock. It was huge, hanging halfway 
down his hairy thighs, dangerously 
thick, even now, completely soft. . 
The skin on the shaft was loose, like 
it had been stretched so far so often 
that it no longer sprang back tight. 
Looking down the veiny shaft, | 
noticed that this skin hung down a 
good inch beyond the fat knob on 
the end. I’d been cut as a baby, so | 
had never known what it felt like to 
have a hood fitting nice and snug. 
over the head of my dick. His big 
balls hung low, swinging back and 
forth slightly, a few last drops of 
water from the creek glistening on 
the individual hairs on his bag. | 
would have given anything to reach 
out and touch him, just to see if he 
felt as good as he looked. 

“Tom, you still here?” | jumped 
guiltily and could feel myself blush- 
ing. 

“Yeah, I’m here,” | mumbled, look- 
ing him in the eyes. 

“| just said thanks for bring me 
out here. This is the best.” | kept ex- 
pecting him to lie down beside me, 
or at least sit over to one side, but 
he didn’t move. | had a very anxious 
cock poking me in the gut, so | 
wasn't in any position to move, 
either. It looked like | was stuck star- 
ing at his big meat, for the moment 


at least. 

“Man, you’ve got a goodlooking 
butt,” Jack said out of the blue. | 
didn’t believe my ears at first, but 
then he kept on talking. “Looks like 
a couple of ripe honeydew melons, 
smooth as silk. I'll bet they’re hard 
as arock.” 

“Yeah,” | croaked, “I guess so.” 
Jack leaned over and put a big paw 
on my left asscheek and | damn 
near jumped out of my skin. His cal- 
loused palm felt good against my 
skin as he kneaded the mass of 
muscle with his fingers. When | 
opened my eyes, his cock was so 
close to my lips, | could have stuck 
out my tongue and licked it. | 
couldn’t tell for sure, but it looked 
like all those stretch marks on the 
skin of the shaft were starting to get 
smoothed out. 

By the time Jack straightened up, 
| was damn near ready to cum, just 
from the pressure of his hand on my 
ass. A quick glance at his cock left 
no doubt that he was getting turned 
on as well —it was starting to angle 
out away from his thighs, the 
hooded snout pointing right be- 
tween my eyes. 

Next thing | knew, Jack had 
slipped his hands in my armpits and 
hauled me up off the ground. My 
belly slapped against his, my boner. 
throbbing between us. “What...what 
are you...doing?” | managed, my 
hands gripping his biceps. He 
grinned at me, but made no move to 
let me go. 

“| figure if you weren't interested, 
you wouldn't just lie there and let me 
play with your ass. How about a little 
romp with the hired hand? Feels like 
your prick’s ready to play around.” 

“| didn’t...| mean I’ve...I’ve 
never...” | spluttered to a stop, too 
shocked to do anything but stare at 
the stubble on his square jaw. True, 
I'd had more wet dreams about the 
guys | knew than about girls, but | 
figured that it was just lack of ex- 
perience. I'd certainly never con- 
sidered having sex with a man—at 
least not until now. Jack’s body felt 
so good and he was such a nice 
guy that | wasn’t getting any of the 
disgusted feelings that I’d read 
about in our health class during 
freshman year. Besides, feeling the 
broad back of his prong pressing up 
between my legs sort of made it 
hard to concentrate on anything 
else. 

“Don’t worry about that,” Jack 
said, tightening his hold on me. “‘I 
figure you can learn the basics real 


quick. You’re a pretty smart guy and 
you seem to have a definite interest 
in the subject.” | looked up at him 
for a minute; then nodded. He 
winked and kissed me all of a sud- 
den. It was pretty weird kissing a 
grown man with a heavy beard, but 
his mouth tasted like the piece of 
straw he chewed on all day, and 


Jack leaned over 
and put a big paw 
on my left 
asscheek 
.../ damn near 
jumped out 


when our tongues touched | felt like 
I'd just shorted out my whole sys- 
tem. 

Jack kissed me for a long time, 
ramming his tongue down my 
throat, tickling the roof of my mouth 
with it. When he finally came up for 
air | sank back on my haunches, 
panting and trembling. 

“That skin hanging off the end of 
your dick is so hot,” | said, feasting 
my eyes on it. His prong was stiff 
now, jutting out from between his 
hairy thighs, bobbing up and down 
with his pulse. 

“You wanna play with it?” he of- 
fered, pinching it between his thumb 
and forefinger and giving it a tug. 

| reached out and stroked it with a 
fingertip. “That must feel real good,” 
| mused. It was hot and dry, soft as 
the belly skin on a new puppy. 

“Most things wrapped around the 
end of a man’s cock feel real good,” 
Jack laughed, reaching down be- 
tween my legs and grabbing my 
dick. “You want to see just how 
good it feels?” 

“What do you mean?” 

“Get up on your knees and 1'll 
show you.” | did as he asked. “Now, 
scoot a couple of inches closer, and 
I'll demonstrate.” He pulled his fore- 
skin out, stuck two fingers into the 
loose end and pulled it out tight. 
“Why don’t you stick the pretty pink 
tip of your prick in there?” He 
hooked the hood over my knob and 
my meat smacked my gut, leaking 
like a faucet. “Better hold on to that 
thing, Tom,” he chuckled. 

| grabbed my cock and held it 
steady while Jack slipped it on me 


again. Man, it felt wild! It was hot 
and soft and | could feel the sticky 
bulb on the end of his huge dong as 
we butted together, pisshole to 
pisshole. 

“Go on and stretch it back as far 
as you want to,” he growled, putting 
his hands on my shoulders. “| don’t 
mind sharing.” Keeping one hand 
around my shaft so | wouldn't break 
contact, | wrapped my fingers 
around the base of Jack’s hog and 
slowly measured along every throb- 
bing inch. When my fingers bumped 
against the ridge of his crown, | had 
enough skin bunched over my meat 
to cover the head and the sensitive 
nerve trigger just beyond. | mashed 
our knobs alittle tighter and rubbed 
the hood around. 

“Shit!” | croaked. “I’m gonna 
cum.” My body shook and heaved 
as | blew my wad. It filled the cap we 
were sharing and squirted out 
around the edges, dripping onto the 
grass below us. Jack started pinch- 
ing my tits with one hand and tick- 
ling my nut bag with the other while | 
continued to shoot him a skinful. 
After | was done, he scooped a big 
glob of cum before it dripped off my 
dick and licked his finger clean. 

“You ever eat your own cum?” he 
asked. | nodded and he scooped up 
another glob. “You oughta try it,” he 
offered, putting his finger to my lips. 
| flicked my tongue out and got my 
first taste of jizz. Even though it was 
my own, it tasted pretty damned 
good — salty and bittersweet. 

“More,” | grunted, sucking on his 
finger again. He scooped up 
another glob and | cleaned that one 
up as well. 

“| know where there’s plenty 
more you might want to go after,” 
he said, looking down between us. 
My dick was still tucked up inside 
his hood, showing no signs of going 
soft in the near future. “Feels like | 
got me a mouthful packed around 
the end of my dick. You’re welcome 
to check it out.” 

| nodded eagerly and slowly 
pulled back till the connection be- 
tween us broke. Cream started drip- 
ping out the end of his meat like he 
was shooting his load, but it was my 
cream. | knew he hadn't cum yet. | 
hunkered down to the level of his 
crotch and moved in to striking 
range. Up close his dick looked 
even bigger, the veins along the 
sides of the shaft puffed up full and 
tight. | grabbed on to it, keeping the 
skin bunched up over the knob and 
stuck his dick into my mouth. 
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My tongue was soon covered in 
my own juice, slipping down my 
throat as | used my tongue to clean 
Jack up. After I’d sucked out as 
much as | could, | dug my tongue 
up inside and ran right into his sticky 
knob. | could even feel the gaping 
pisshole against my tongue as | 
licked away. 

| sucked his skin up over my 
tongue, cleaning up the last traces 
of my mess. After | had finished with 
that, | became aware of a new taste 
filling my mouth. It still tasted like 
man, but it was Jack’s honey that 
was now slicking my tongue. | 
glanced up and saw that he had his 
eyes closed, a big grin splitting his 
face. Knowing that he was getting 
off on this inspired me to continue. | 
finally let got of his dick skin and 
started to explore the rest of his long 
pole. 

His knob was red as a cherry 
when | finally bared it to the light for 
the first time. It was all slimy with 
juice and spit, trailing a steady drool 
of clear stuff down to the ground. 
His hood ruffled up behind it like a 
wrinkled collar. | rubbed my lips all 
over the spongy mass of tissue, get- 
ting a rush every time It swelled up 
tight from the attention. 

“Go down on it,” Jack directed 
me, putting his hand against my 
neck and urging me forward. | 
opened wide and the first few inches 
slipped into my mouth. “Oh, man, 
that feels so good. Suck it, Tom. 
That’s it. Suck it hard as you want. It 
ain’t gonna break. Oh, man, you've 
got a natural talent there, buddy. 
That mouth was made to suck dick. 
Oh yeah!” 

I'did everything | could to please 
him, repeating any moves that made 
his dick flex in my mouth. | wanted 
to swallow him all the way down to 
the bush, but his meat curved up at 
the end, and there was no way | 
could manage it at this angle. So, | 
contented myself with working what 
| could get at, watching his nuts 
slowly draw up into a tight hairy 
knot, almost totally hidden by his 
thick, curly bush. 

“Don't let go, but I’m gonna 
move,” Jack said hoarsely. | kept 
sucking while he laid down on his 
side, his head tucked between my 
legs. He kissed the tip of my prick, 
then swallowed it all the way, knead- 
ing my ass while his hot breath 
made the downy hairs on my balls 
stand on end. 

| noticed right away that from this 
angle, Jack’s dick was curved per- 
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fectly to slip down my throat. | 


rammed forward, but came up 


quick, gagging and coughing. 
“Take it easy, dude,” he purred, 
coming up off my dick momentarily. 
“You want to make love to that big 
old stiff muscle, not cram your own 
tonsils down your throat. Go slow 
and easy and you'll get the hang of 


His knob 
was red 
as a cherry 
when | finally 
bared it 
to the light 
for the first time... 


it quick.” | took his advice and on 
my third try | slipped to within three 
inches of his balls. | stayed there for 
as longras | could, working my lips 
and my tongue and the muscles in 
my throat, trying to duplicate what 
Jack was doing to me. When | 
pulled off to catch my breath, Jack 
spread his legs wider and | quickly 
started making my way back down 
on him. 

| came a second time, shortly 
after Jack started blowing me, but 
he didn’t stop sucking and | was still 
hard, so | redoubled my efforts, 
determined to make him join me as 
soon as possible. Sucking him was 
an incredible turn-on. His crotch 
smelled like creek water and sweat 
and...well, like him, | guess. 
Whatever, it was a smell |’d never for- 
get as long as | lived. 

| was sucking like a champ now, 
bobbing up and down on him, pull- 
ing off once in a while so | could nip 
at his hood. His meat was so stiff 
that there wasn’t much skin to pull 
any more. The dude must have 
grown at least an inch since l’d been 
sucking, because there wasn’t 
enough left over now to cover his 
own knob, let alone mine. He was 


_ Starting to whimper softly, leading 


me to believe that he was just about 
ready to unleash a flood for me. 

| redoubled my efforts, jacking 
him while | sucked, rubbing his belly 
and tangling my fingers in his bush 
like he was doing to me. | felt his 
body spasm and | went nuts, deter- 
mined to drain his balls totally dry. 

“I’m gonna blow, buddy,” he 
grunted, his head pressed against 


my thigh. “Better move your mouth 
unless you want to eat it.” | didn’t 
move my mouth. Instead, | rubbed 
my tongue against his cumtube as 
hard and fast as | could. 

His dick started flexing and | felt 
the jizztube swelling against my lips, 
then the first spicy drops oozed 
onto my tongue. | smeared them 
against the roof of my mouth, savor- 
ing the taste, then the flood really 
began. His hips bucked against my 
face and he started shooting thick, 
creamy cum down my throat. The 
heat of his juice started a fire in my 
gut that quickly spread to my cock 
and balls, making me shoot it for the 
third time in less than a half hour. | 
kept my lips firmly around the spout, 
careful not to spill even one pre- 
cious drop of Jack’s pungent cream. 

“Damn, | was wondering if | was 
still all in one piece,” Jack chuckled 
when | finally let his prong slip out of 
my mouth. The shaft was all red 
looking and his foreskin was tight 
and puffy. “You gave that horn of 
mine quite a workout. You're hot as 
a fucking pistol, Tom. Thanks again 
for sharing your swimming hole with 
me. Maybe we can come down here 
again sometime.” 

“How about tonight after sup- 
per?” | suggested eagerly. ‘There's 
a full moon tonight. This place is 
beautiful on a hot summer night.” | 
reached over and ran a finger over 
the end of his meat, making his balls 
bounce. 

“After supper, huh? Sure thing, 
buddy. | think I'll be pretty much 
recovered by then. We can get into 
all kinds of trouble playing with that 
skin of mine —if you're interested, 
that is.” 

“| might be,” | said coyly. Jack 
smacked me hard on the ass and 
jumped into the creek to wash off 
and get over to our clothes. | fol- 
lowed him and soon we were 
making our way back to the house 
and the hearty dinner that was wait- 
ing for us in the old farm kitchen. It 
looked like this was shaping up to 
be the best summer of my life. A 
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CONDOM 
CARE 


Always carry one or more with you 
(but not in bis wallet). Always use 
water-based lubricants. Always hold 
the tip as you unroll the condom 
(this leaves a space for semen). 
Always use a condom. 
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=BITCHES: 


BY EMS RICK JACKSON USN 


Desert Storm changed a lot of 
men’s lives one way or another. I’m 
probably one of the few who can 
say he’s really better off now than 
when he shipped out to defend 
freedom in its hour of need. In the 
three years I’ve been in the Navy, | 
have seen a lot of fleshpots. Most 
squids get hard when they talk 
about the Philippines or Thailand. | 
went out with my buddies and 
whored around when we pulled into 
typical sailor ports, but it wasn’t until 
| came to the Middle East for Desert 
Storm that | finally found flesh that 
was good enough to eat. 

When 5000 men sail to the Gulf 
for six months and find their deploy- 
ment extended “for the duration,” 
they learn a lot about life. Since the 
days of the Trojan War, men whose 
lives alternate between unbearable 
stress and worse boredom while 
waiting for war to come have formed 
friendships closer than anything in 
civilian life. Before we left San Diego, 
| barely knew who Dan was. We 
worked in different departments and 
lived in different berthings. Slowly, 
though, over the next several 
months, fate threw us together. 
When we both joined the ship’s soc- 
cer team, we discovered we shared 
more in common than we knew. | 
turned him on to Homer and Aes- 
chylus; he introduced me to Tetris 


and PASCAL. 

Before | noticed myself carelessly 
shedding the friends | had made my 
first years aboard, everyone in berth- 
ing was already referring to Danny 
as my “bitch.” Sailors underway are 
profane creatures with lurid ideas on 
every topic from Swedish triplets to 
ovine circumcision, so | took the 
razzing in the spirit it was intended. 
Looking back, though, | wonder if 
they knew something | didn't. 


If you were 
a real buddy, 
you’d come 
over here 
and show me 
how EMs 
suck dick. 


By the time we got to Fujairah 
and pulled liberty, | was calling 
Danny “Bitch,” too. The name was 
so inappropriate, it seemed made 
for him. He stood about 61” with 
massive shoulders and a broad 
chest kept in sinful shape by our 
daily workouts in the ship's 
weightroom. His face was strong 


and stoic with a wide brow and John 
Wayne jaw. Danny’s limpid light- 
green eyes and perfect nose almost 
seemed to mock his he-man physi- 
que. Chestnut hair hung down 
across his brow and, | discovered 
that day at the Fujairah Hilton pool, 
swept across his chest and belly in a 
mat of soft fur that awoke feelings 
which had lain dormant deep within 
me since my adolescence. 

As | lay beside him in the winter 
desert sun, | tried to put a name to 
the churning in my guts. If I’d been 
12 again, I'd have said it was the 
same simple hero worship I'd felt for 
Bob Clancy that summer at camp. | 
wasn’t queer. That was sure. 

Still, as our semi-naked bodies lay 
inches apart, | couldn’t help watch- 
ing beads of sweat gather at the 
base of his hairs. The way his wide 
chest rose and fell was fascinating. 
My eyes took stock of his body, but 
| kept telling myself | was just admir- 
ing his progress in the weightroom. 
If it was all so innocent, though, why 
didn’t | comment on the way his butt 
rose from a twig of a waist to fill out 
his tight black swimsuit? Was | just 
being narcissistic, scoping out his 
powerful male body as | would ad- 
mire my own ina mirror? The more | 
lay looking at the naked flesh of my 
bitch beside me, the wilder and 
more disturbing my thoughts grew. | 
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was almost relieved when he » 
grunted something about going in- 
side to piss away some of the 
Foster’s lager we’d been downing all 
afternoon. 

Once he was gone, my mind 
drifted from the prospects for war to 
where we would eat that night with a 
thousand other thoughts in be- 
tween. My mind kept homing in, 
though, on the sinuous curve of 
Danny’s flesh and the reaction it 
evoked in my bone. 

He had been gone about five 
minutes when | started to feel the 
urge to purge, too. | ambled into the 
pool head and had drained my vein 
before | wondered where the bitch 
had gotten to. Despite the constant 
warnings about terrorism, | was 
more curious than anything. He 
couldn't have headed back towards 
the bar or I’d have seen him. He 
wouldn't have headed into the lobby 
in his trunks. Since the other head 
stalls were open, | figured the-only 
place he could be was in the one 
changing room with a closed door. 
We weren't leaving, so what the hell 
could he be doing in there? 

| was young and dumb. When | 
quietly opened the door to give him 
shit, what | saw struck my naive little 
ass rigid. Danny was facing more or 
less away from me, gloriously 
naked, with his meat in his hand and 
his butt humping it up at 
honeymoon speed. That ass 
clenched and slammed forward until 
| thought my heart would stop. 
Dan’s eyes were shut, his mouth 
agape as he fucked his paw. 

Then the door squeaked and his 
eyes flew open like a fawn’s ina 
trucker’s headlights. His hand and 
butt froze in mid-thrust until his feral, 
trapped expression faded. Then his 
butt burst back into its delicious 
cadence and he gave me a grin: “So 
you've caught me red-handed. If 
you were a real buddy, you’d come 
over here and show me how EMs 
suck dick.” He didn’t mean it, of 
course. Squids are always talking 
shit about sucking dick. He just had 
to say something to let me know he 
wasn’t embarrassed. In the Navy, 
beating off is a fact of life —-some- 
thing we talk about more than the 
lousy chow. 

Why did | ease inside the chang- 
ing room and shut the door? It 
wasn’t to keep him company. 
Squids are used to chatting with one 
another while we shit and shower, 
but I'd never watched anyone jerk 
off before. Besides, my bitch wasn't 
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much interested in conversation just 
then. | muttered something lame 
about wondering where he'd gotten 
to, but he’d long since gotten back 
to business. The sight of his butt 
thrusting away, his gloriously goofy 
expression, and the rhythmic slap of 
his hand along his thick, spit-slicked 
dick had plain shut my brain down. 


The rhythmic slap 
of his hand 
along his thick, 
splt-slicked dick 
had just plain 
shut my 
brain down. 


If | thought anything at all, | probably 
told myself | was going to watch him 
spunk off and then give him shit 
about his technique — or something 
of the kind. Who knows what goes 
through the mind of a young man in 
real lust for the first time in his life? 
As though watching a slow-motion 
fuck-flick fantasy, | saw myself drift- 
ing down to the end of the changing 
room to sit on a bench not five feet 
from my naked, stiff-dicked bitch. 
The world around me was a blur 
as | sat in rapt and quiet fascination 
for a few moments before some in- 
stinct told me | should be saying 
something. | told him to pump har- 
der—that a needle-dicked faggot 
like him would never get anywhere 
the way he was going. He ignored 
me for a time and then eased over 
closer to me, shoving his swollen 
dickhead into my face. He threw the 
jock banter back at me, telling me to 
suck him off, to be his slut. His giant 
purple head glistened with spit and 
sin as it bucked ever closer to my 
face in our undeclared game of 
chicken. When his hot rod grazed 
my cheek, my guts melted to 
electrified jelly. The bitch was close 
enough for me to smell the musk of 
his sweaty crotch and the tang of his 


“uncut dickhead. He stripped the 


fucker back farther with every pump- 
ing, peter-pounding stroke, wafting 
a cloud of a scent so unfamiliar, yet 
so ancient in its allure, that my heart 
seemed impossibly to flutter and 
stop dead at the same time. 

I'll never Know exactly when we 
crossed from one country to 
another. One moment Danny and | 


were trying to freak each other out 
by seeing how outrageous we could 
be; the next, his dickhead was in- 
side my face and | was a cocksuck- 
er. 

| liked it. My hands instinctively 
found their way back to cup his mas- 
sive mounds of manmuscle as my 
lips slid across the smooth, secret 
landscape of his savory dickhead. 
My mouth was already watering like 
a Niagara, so my own spit barreled 
the taste of his musk across my 
taste-buds and on into my soul. The 
more of his meat | chowed down, 
the more his body twisted and tor- 
qued off the end of his dick. By the 
time my wet lips had found the veins 
pulsing across his inside-out cock- 
sock, my bitch was moaning away 
like a Tijuana whore on pay-day 
weekend. | felt his hands in my hair 
and his hot cock searing a hole 
through the back of my head, but | 
was too busy tasting and feeling and 
smelling the new world Danny had 
facefucked me into to even pretend 
to keep track of the landscape his 
dick was driving me through. 

| never thought | would suck 
cock. Faggots sucked cock. There 
had to be a different name for what | 
was doing, but | wasn’t going to 
worry about fucking semantics just 
then. I’d worry about the details 
later; | was having too much dick- 
licking, cocksucking, bone-crunch- 
ing fun to think. If I’d been thinking, 
I’d never have tried to get a dick as 
thick and long as Danny’s into my 
mouth at all. My throat didn’t need 
me to tell it to open wide, and 
Danny's dick sure as shit didn’t 
need a roadmap. | was nose-deep in 
soft, chestnut pubes before | knew 
what | was doing. As | felt my throat 
lock around Dan’s dork, he picked 
up his ramming speed and started 
whispering shit under his breath 
while he used me for his slut. My 
hands worked their way into the cleft 
of his butt, prying his hard muscles 
apart, cupping them in my palms 
like religious relics. His ass was 
alive, heaving and grinding against 
my palms, luring my fingers even 
lower into the sweaty lurching 
depths where his most private need 
lay hidden away from conscious- 
ness, burning from the core of his 
being into mine. 

My fuckfingers instinctively found 
his pulsing, pink shithole, and | felt a 
shudder reverberate through his 
hard body and down his joint. He 
started giving a little feral grunt each 
time he arched his hips against my 


face, driving his dick even deeper 
down where it belonged. 

As my fingers played with his 
shithole, my eyes slid upward in a 
dick’s-eye-view of his flat, hairy belly 
and the huge pecs which lay 
beyond. I’d never thought of a 
man’s tits as sexy before, but the 
way Danny’s nipples were swollen 
hard and thick got me even hotter. | 
pulled one hand away from his ass 
and eased it upward along his 
smooth flanks to run my fingers 
through the thick thatch on his chest 
and play with the hard man-tits that 
poked through his fur. His titflesh 
seemed to swell even harder as my 
fingers discovered how he loved to 
be taken in hand. 

Danny’s squid dick would have 
swollen, too, if it hadn’t been locked 
away tight inside the hot, tender vise 
of my throat. The grunts echoing off 
the whitewashed walls of the chang- 
ing room found moans to keep them 
company as | tweaked and twisted 
his tits and prodded the harder at 
the gates of his ass. 

| must have tit-tweaked him too 
hard; his body jerked into a spasm 
that nearly rammed his rod through 
my brain and was violent enough to 
send his butthole down two knuck- 
les of my dry fuckfinger. It didn’t 
stay dry for long. The slick hot juices 
of his butt gushed around my inex- 
perienced fuckfinger like Sioux 
around Custer. The satin walls of his 
guts closed around my digit in a wet 
welcome that urged me farther in- 
side. | prodded north in counter- 
point to his rapine cadence down 
my throat. Almost at once, | was 
able to put my finger on what he 
wanted. The moment my fuckfinger 
slid across the slick, hard surface of 
my bitch’s prostate, Danny’s hips 
slammed into my face and | felt 
every muscle in his body seize up at 
once. His butt clamped shut like the 
very wrath of Doom, but my finger 
wasn't about to try an escape. 

His dickhead drilled away deep 
down my lizard locker, but only 
when | heard a different, more beas- 
tial moan and felt his cum-tube 
pulse against my lower lip did | real- 
ize | was swallowing his load of 
thick, sailor cream. | dropped his tit 
and gave his balls a hand, squeez- 
ing them dry as a Saudi summer 
while my finger buggered deeper up 
his ass and my throat just kept on 
sucking my bitch’s sweet sauce. At 
the time, of course, | didn’t know 
whether it was sweet or not. I'd 
never even tasted my own jism, and 


Danny's dork was so far down my 
throat his jism-jet was shooting his 
load past my tonsils before | could 
even think of scoring a taste. | was 
busy enough up his butt to let him 
gush on, using me like the whore | 
was. When he started grinding and 
twisting his dick at the bottom of 

every stroke, though, | knew my 


When he started 
grinding and twisting 
his dick at the bottom 

of every stroke, 

I knew my fucking 

machine was about 


fucking spooge machine was about 
to break down. 

As much as the horn-dog wanted 
to keep humping and pumping, | 
needed to taste whether all the 
grunting and moaning was worth 
the trouble. The bitch didn’t want me 
to shimmy my face up off his joint, 
but | hooked my fuckfinger around 
the inside of his butt and pulled him 
back like a stubborn six-pack of 
beer. Once his cock was crowing 
against the back of my mouth, | 
dropped his ass and concentrated 
on the thick threads of hot sailor 
spunk dripping down across my tas- 
tebuds. Every one seemed to 
awaken at last from a life-long coma 
to sparkle and glow with a taste so 
glorious and a soothing, creamy tex- 
ture so magical | knew cocksucking 
couldn't be wrong. 

My tongue tore across his tender 
dickhead, skimming the cream from 
his frantic, frazzled flesh; my lips 
worked hard at his trigger-ridge, 
sealing my suction where it 
belonged. Some distant corner of 
my being heard him swearing and 
felt his hands clawing at my ears, 
trying to tear my face off his joint. 
But my bitch was wasting his time. 
I've since learned how truly tender 
uncut dick can be after it’s been 
milked, but in that first, glorious hour 
of discovery, | neither Knew nor 
cared. Until his nuts were sucked flat 
as a politician’s promise, the bastard 
was my meat. When his dipstick 
finally read EMPTY, my tongue tip 
burrowed into his cum-slit, spread- 
ing him wide one last time in the 
futile hope of finding just one more 


milky morsel of manseed. 

When his dick was no good to me 
anymore, | let it escape and sat 
back to contemplate the new world | 
found myself in. My dick had never 
felt so hard. As | wrapped my hand 
around the eight hard inches of 
meat |’d tenderized every night of 
the deployment, | couldn’t believe 
how much it had swollen. | was com- 
ing to grips with my inflated pride 
and the thrill of chugging spooge 
when | noticed my bitch leaning 
against the wall, so busy gasping for 
breath that he didn’t appreciate the 
fine view of his butt he was giving 
me. The memory of my finger up his 
tight, juicy ass flooded over me 
again as | watched his pucker pulse 
deep within the valley between his 
beautiful marble mountains of man- 
muscle. In that moment, | knew | 
was going to make him my bitch in 
deed as well as word. 

The taste of his jism still lingered 
on my tongue as | eased against 
him. My hands coursed up his flanks 
and around to grab great, glorious 
fistfuls of his chest fur. His animal 
heat burned against my forearms as 
they followed the rise and fall of his 
heaving chest. He straightened his 
body, throwing his broad, hard back 
against my pecs and belly, searing 
me with his need as much as his 
sweaty flesh. | held him close, my 
dick belly-up and parting his fuckfur- 
row as | pulled against him. | felt his 
hole nibble at the underside of my 
joint, as eager to be used as | was to 
use it. 

For a time, though, | held him 
tight, asking nothing but silently 
promising everything. My lips 
slipped up the back of his neck and 
around to molest his ear lobe. A 
shudder of delight rippled down 
along his spine until his ass locked 
like a patented, galvanized, double- 
A weasel trap around my meat. As | 
sucked and tongued at his ear, | 
wrapped my hands even tighter 
around his chest, perhaps trying to 
merge our bodies into one. His hips 
and mine began moving at almost 
the same moment, sliding my stiff 
eight inches along his ass crack. | 
would have almost been content to 
slip together forever, using his tight 
cheeks to jerk my joint until | 
spurted my load up his back. The 
image of my cream dripping down 
along his spine, smearing slick, 
sweaty lust between our naked 
bodies got me even harder. When 
he arched his ass up and back, 
though, | knew my bitch wanted 
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more than the bottom of my dick. 
He wanted and needed the whole 
fucking thing, swollen thick and hard 
and slammed up his tight sailor butt. 

| reached for his tits and held 
them tight. | dragged my teeth along 
his neck and shoulders like a jungle 
cat, trying to make the moment last 
forever. Within seconds, though, 
some passing god told me it was 
time. | knew nothing about buttfuck- 
ing that afternoon, but | was sure 
Danny’s tight ass would need some 
help letting me in. | dropped a dol- 
lop of seaman-flavored spit down 
onto my dickhead and let his ass 
spread it around. Our only pellicle 
was mixed of spit and sweat and 
sailor need, but we were both sur- 
face warriors, used to making do. 
My hips swiveled my dick down and 
instinctively pressed my cum-slit 
against my bitch’s tender pink man- 
hole. 

| didn’t expect to pop right in, but 
| wasn't ready for the struggle Dan’s 
fuckhole put up. As | worked his tits 
with my fingers, | prodded and 
pressed and poked my head against 
his marmoreal asshole. There was 
only one way to ram a rod into a 
tight-assed bastard like my bitch: 
hard. | dragged my butt backwards 
and then slammed into Danny at 
fucking lightspeed. My bone burst 
through his shithole in a glorious 
blur of fraternal conquest. 

| was up his ass faster than a 
heartbeat, but every delicious detail 
will remain with me, bright and shin- 
ing, untarnished in memory, until my 
final hour. The thrill of his tight but- 
thole stretching across the swollen 
tissues of my dickhead, the slick 
heat of his ass juices after the dry 
desert air, the hard texture of his 
prostate bouncing off my bone —all 
these and a thousand more sensa- 
tions washed over me in a moment. 

| felt his fuckfurrow clench tight, 
then his shithole, but he was too 
late. | was inside. His body jerked 
about like a fish on a line, and his 
mouth opened wide in a silent 
scream of agonecstasy and sublime 
fulfillment. 

By the time the thick base of my 
dick has wedged wide the remains 
his asshole and my stiff red pubes 
were scratching at the gates of 
glory, his body had knotted up like a 
cobbled road to Oz. Sweet beads of 
sweat broke out across his body for 
my lips to lick up. 

| kept still for a moment, soaking 
up the glorious waves of unfamiliar 
sensations flooding my body, giving 
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Dany a chance to adjust to the 
eight thick inches up his ass. Wave 
after wave of slick, welcoming guts 
rippled along my crankshaft. The 
blind end of his fucktunnel used my 
swollen dickhead to scratch itself 
like a bear against a tree. After a 
moment's bliss, | heard a soul-felt 
sigh of perfect contentment bubble 


The blind end 
of his fucktunnel 
used my 
swollen 
dickhead 
to scratch itself 
like a bear 
against a tree... 


up from the focus of Danny’s being 
and ease out into the night. His 
hands wrapped around my butt, 
trying to pull me even farther up his 
ass. My hands, in turn, traveled 
every inch of his hard sailor flesh as 
my tongue and lips used whatever 
they could reach. By now, though, 
my dick was the driver of my des- 
tiny. | backed my joint nearly out of 
my bitch’s butt and then slammed 
back where | belonged. Slowly at 
first, then picking up speed as his 
body gave itself up completely to 
my will, | alternated between stretch- 
ing his ass to the breaking point and 
pulling loose what he needed, leav- 
ing behind only a vacuum and a 
memory. Now and again, I’d jerk my 
joint completely free of his hole just 
for the pleasure of feeling his butt 
strain enough to let my super-swol- 
len dickhead dart through. Then I’d 
coast along his fuckfurrow for a few 
strokes before diving back down 
into the dark, delicious reaches of 
his seapussy. 

Dan had already been saddle- 
broken. His butt reacted to my every 
whim almost before | knew what it 
was myself. His bubblebutt soared 


“ up my bone in perfect counterpoint 


to the cadence of my hips until we 
were slamming together like elk at 
rut. The SMACK of wet flesh against 
muscle grew apace with Danny’s 
moans and animal grunts. As my 
dick dried out and our fuck-friction 
fueled a fire inside him, my bitch 
finally lost all control, clawing at my 
flesh with hands and asshole alike. 


He torqued and twisted while | 
reamed his ass harder and faster 
with every frenzied stroke. Our 
hands and lips and limbs were 
everywhere at once until we must 
have looked like a Kansas cyclone. 
The fire in his ass stoked my pole 
until | drifted away into a timeless 
world of matchless ecstasy, lighted 
only by the glow in my loins. | 
neither saw nor heard, but felt, in 
that fantastic wonderland, complete- 
ly at peace for the first time. Sudden- 
ly, the warm sun that lit the nooks 
and corners of my soul exploded 
into a gut-wrenching nova that 
swept the last threads holding me to 
consciousness into the abyss. 

When, months or moments later, | 
eased back into the world, | found 
myself slamming my bitch’s body up 
against the wall, flushing white-hot 
sailor spooge up his ass until it 
gushed out again in thick globs of 
cream to litter my balls and thighs. 
Danny was grunting and talking shit 
like, “Oh, JESUS, YESSSS...” but | 
was too busy having the best fuck- 
ing good time a sailor on liberty 
could have to pay much attention to 
what the bitch was saying. | kept 
reaming his ass slack and pumping 
prime-quality jism until | found 
myself dry-humping his hole. | 
dragged my dick out of his sodden 
spooge-swamp of an asshole and 
let my joint jolt up against my belly 
with a wet, but very happy THWACK. 

It was only when | straightened up 
that | noticed what a mess the bas- 
tard had made of my balls and legs. 
| gave my bitch about ten seconds 
to come out of orbit and then 
grabbed a handful of hair and forced 
his face down to my crotch: “Bitch, 
if you’re too pussy-assed to take 
what | have, you should have said 
so. Now clean this mess up or your 
bootcamp butt will never so much 
as see my dick again.” 

The glorious bastard practically 
collapsed into my crotch, licking the 
whipped cream off my nuts like a 
starving spaniel. When | was finally 
clean, | reached down to pick up my 
pants. The puppy-dog look on my 
bitch’s face begged for more of my 
bone, so | gave in. Besides, it 
seemed a shame to let all that frothy 
lube I'd already shot up his ass go 
to waste. 

That afternoon | was sure of two 
things: the Navy really was the best 
place for a young man to hang out — 
and whatever happened on the war 
front, my bitch and | were going to 
have one fine, fuckin’ time. A 
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PREPPING 


BY WES CRANSTON 


I was working as an orderly ina 
clinic when they rushed in a young 
man with abdominal pains. He was 
tall, nineteen or so, and really good- 
looking with wavy blond hair and 
blue eyes. 

He was accompanied by his 


girlfriend who was somewhat hysteri- 


cal. She said his name was Scott 
and he was a student at the univer- 
sity. 

The woman doctor examined him 
and determined an appendectomy 
was necessary. She told me to 
shave his pubic area before he went 
into surgery. 

| figured it to be a routine proce- 
dure. | thought of patients at the 
clinic as meat more than sex ob- 
jects. Scott turned out to be the ex- 
ception. 

The girlfriend asked me what | 
was going to do to him. When | told 
her, she acted kind of jealous. It was 
necessary, | explained. Doctor’s or- 
ders. 

| took off his white gown. Scott 
had a lean, hard body, nicely tanned 
all over except for the white tanline 
left by a swimsuit. His cock was fat 
and uncut over big low-hangers. |m- 


pressive equipment. The girl hada 
real stud on her hands. I'd be 
jealous, too. 

| went about shaving Scott's 
crotch. His cock sprang to attention 
when | touched it and held it aside. It 
was a real beauty with the head 


Scott had a 
lean, hard body, 
nicely tanned all over 
except for the white 
tanline left by his 
swimsuit. 

His cock was fat 
and uncut | 
over big low-hangers. 


peeking out of the sheath. 

“I’m going to die and | get a fuck- 
ing hard-on,” he groaned. He wasn't 
in too much pain to be sassy. 

“You're not going to die.” 


“My guts are on fire. Fuck!” 

| tried to remain detached and 
professional. But Scott had other 
ideas. Or at least his hard-on did. 

“Oh man, | ain’t come off in two 
weeks,” he whispered. “I’m so fuck- 
ing horny. Do it, jack me off.” He 
smiled when he said it, like it was a 
joke, but his cock was stiff as a pipe. 

“| can't, Scott. You’re scheduled 
for immediate surgery. Besides, this 
is a medical clinic, not a cat house.” 

| wondered about his girlfriend 
and why she wasn't taking care of 
his sex needs. | guess he could read 
my mind. 

“Liz is a sweet girl but she wants 
me to marry her before she puts 
out.” 

| had heard more than | cared to. 
It was none of my business. | was 
there to get him ready before he 
went under the knife. Under different 
circumstances | would have jumped 
at the chance to get my hands ona 
number like Scott. He was tall and 
blond, like the men | fantasized 
about when | beat off, except maybe 
he was a bit younger than | usually 
preferred. 

“l’m sure you Could get all the 
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girls you want, with your looks.” 

| was about finished with him. For 
a moment | thought about how I'd 
like to suck on that sweet young 
cock and how I'd like to see it squirt. 
But he was in pain despite his hors- 
ing around, and the doctor was wait- 
ing to cut out his appendix. 

“Are you, what do you call it, not 
queer, but gay? | heard that most 
doctors are because they work 
around bodies all the time.” 

| shook my head at such a dumb 
question. But he wasn’t trying to of- 
fend me. ‘I’m not a doctor, just an 
orderly. You might say I’m bisexual.’ 

| figured that would be easier for 
him to handle. In reality | preferred 
older men but | liked young studs 
like Scott with their hard bodies and 
hard dicks. That's what | meant by 
bisexual —| liked them young or old. 

“Do you think I’m good-looking?” 

“You know damn well you are,” | 
said. 

“Do you like me?” 

“Sure.” 

“You're not just saying that?” 

“You're a doll, what can | tell you? 
But the doc’s waiting and she’s not 
the patient type.” 

“Well, | hope they sew up the 
right hole afterwards. | heard about 
a prostitute who had her appendix 
taken out, they sewed up the wrong 
hole. Now she’s making money on 
the side.” He chuckled at his own 
joke, then winced in pain. 

“Scott, you’re too much. Surgery 
is serious and you're acting like a 
clown.” 

“I’m scared. Maybe something'll 
go wrong.” 

| squeezed his soft cock. 

“The doc’s the best there is, even 
if she’s a bitch sometimes to work 
around.” 

They took Scott into surgery. 
There were no complications. | liked 
that guy, he had spunk. A real 
looker. But he was probably a prick- 
teaser, much like his girlfriend. 

| took my days off and did a little 
partying, drinking beer and cruising, 
but | came up empty.- | thought 
about the young college stud and 
about his hard young cock. 

When | went back to work he was 
no longer at the clinic. | went about 
my chores. 

A week later | was scrubbing up a 
stiff—not working my hard-on in the 
shower, but chemically dousing a 
dead body. When | finished the 
body was ready to go to the funeral 
home. | covered it with a sheet. 


’ 


Scott popped his head into the 
room. 

“Hey, dude.” 

“The name’s Bill. Sshhh, this 
patient’s sleeping.” 

“Smells awful in here,” he said, 
wrinkling his cute nose. 

“You get used to it. So they didn’t 
make any mistakes, huh? You didn't 


| took 
the opportunity to look 
him up and down. 
There certainly wasn’t 
anything wrong with 
him that | could see. He 
looked as blond and 
cute vertical as he had 
horizontal... 


end up in here, anyway.” 

“I’m good as new.” 

“Great.” | took the opportunity to 
look him up and down. There cer- 
tainly wasn’t anything wrong with 
him that | could see. He looked as 
blond and cute vertical as he had 
horizontal. 

“| wanted to see you,” he 
shrugged, “maybe talk to you.” 

“Yeah, what about?” 

“You know, | can’t forget what 
you did to me. I’ve been jacking off 
ever since.” 

“Shaving your crotch?” 

“That...and touching my cock: 
You know, having another man 
stroking it.” 

“So what do you want, Scott?” 
He looked straight at me with 
those big blue eyes. “I want you to 
touch it some more. But what about 

the guy under the sheet?” 

“Don't worry, he’s asleep.” 

“| don’t care. | want you to do to 
me what gay guys do. I’m real 
curious about it. Maybe that’s the 
way | am, what | want.” 

“!’m working,” | said. 

“Come on, you can take a break. 
Can't you lock the door?” 

| could and | did. 

“If that guy is under heavy 
medication, he won't wake up, will 
he?” 

“No problem,” | assured him. 

Scott pulled down his jeans and 
white briefs. His incision scar was 


pink and raw. His cock was hefty, 
his balls heaving. 

“Touch my dick.” 

| kneeled down and stroked it. It 
grew hard instantly. 

“Do it, suck it.” 

“Gotta use a rubber.” 

“Do you have to? That'll make it 
less sensitive.” 

“This is a clinic, Scott. We have 
strict rules about health. If | get 
caught I'll get canned.” 

“The door’s locked,” he said. 

| had my gloves off and took off 
my gown and head covering. In my 
pocket | had a pack of rubbers. | 
tore one open, stretched it over the 
college stud’s crown and threaded it 
down his shaft. 

“Blow me,” he groaned. 

| held his cock by the base and 
shook it. It was real stiff. | licked the 
cockhead that was covered in latex. 

“Oh yeah, that feels good! Suck 
it. Lick my dick...” 

| took my time, jacking his cock 
while | licked his balls. Then | suck- 
ed them into my mouth. 

“Oh wow, that feels good! Take 
out your cock, man. | wanna see it.” 

| freed my boner. 

“Oh, it’s real big.” 

He reached down and stroked it. 

| pulled him down on the floor into 
a sixty-nine position. | threaded a 
rubber onto my cock. 

“You want to get sucked, Scotty, 
you gotta suck mine.” 

“Oh man, | don’t know about 
that.” 

“Try it, you'll like it.” 

Scott took a couple of licks on my 
cock but winced. He mostly jacked 
my cock. | went to work on his 
meat. | laved the shaft below the rub- 
ber with spit. | licked his balls until 
they were wet. 

“Suck my dick. Get me off. Make 
me shoot.” 

| sucked in earnest. He heaved 
and poked his fat dick down my 
throat. | pinched his bald pubic 
mound. | rolled his balls around in 
their tight sack. 

“Oh, I’m ready. Gonna cum— 
gonna shoot! Oh God-—oh fuck!” 

He tensed his smooth thighs and 
his cock gushed wads of hot college 
stud jism into the tip of the condom. 
His cock deflated like a balloon after 
he shot his load. 

He jacked my cock faster and 
faster. 

“| can’t get off good that way.” 

“So what do you want?” 

“Suck me like | did you.” 


UNCUT 79 


“I’m sorry, man. | don’t like that, 
the taste of the rubber, the idea of 
licking a dude’s dick.” 

“Guess I'll have to fuck you.” 

| said it as a joke, thinking I’d set- 
tle for a hand-job. | was still wearing 
the rubber with the residue of his 
spit on it, but | figured I’d take it off 
and let him beat my meat for me 
with his hot hand. 

“Fucking’s dangerous, ain’t it? 
Don't it hurt a guy’s ass, like tear it 
up?” 
“No, I'll be real gentle. I’ve fucked 
a lot of ass in my day.” 

“Oh man, | don’t know. If | 
scream I'll wake up the guy sleeping 
over there.” 

“Don't worry. I'll take it easy. 
You've got a beautiful ass, Scott. It 
was made for fucking.” 

| was laying it on thick even for 
me, but Scott was mulling over the 
proposition. His blue eyes burned 
with lust. 

“Okay, but don’t hurt me.” 

| rolled the college stud over on 
his belly. | nibbled on his smooth, 
round ass. That made my cock 
throb. | rubbed his crack and poked 
my middle finger up his butthole. 

“Go ahead, do it. Stick your dick 
in me.” 

He was ready and so was |. My 
cock leaked a lot of pre-cum inside 
the condom. | mounted the his firm 
buns and nudged my cock up his vir- 
gin hole. It sank inside. The sensa- 
tion made me shudder with 
pleasure. When I'd said his ass was 
made for fucking, it was no lie. 

“Oh, it hurts. Hurts a lot.” 

“Relax, let it go in.” 

| fed my dick up his hole and 
stayed still a moment while it ad- 
justed to the intrusion. 

_ He moved his ass around under- 
neath me. 

“Do it. Fuck me. Fuck me in the 
ass.” 

| humped his ass, ramming his 
hole, starting with slow, grinding 
strokes, then advancing to fast and 
hard thrusting. 

“Your cock is so big. It’s so hard.” 

“Your ass is hot, real tight. Take it, 
Scotty. Take my dick up your ass.” | 
stuck my tongue in his ear. He 
closed his eyes and pursed his lips 
and make a little whimper. 

| plowed into him, slamming my 
meat up his cherry hole, reaming it; 
stuffing it with cock. 

“Go ahead. Shoot it. Shoot your 
load up my ass.” 

| shoved my cock in to the hilt — 
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and it exploded, flooding the rubber 
with fiery jism. 

Scott was hot and sweaty 
beneath me. He licked his lips and 
sighed. ‘Oh shit, | can’t believe it. 
Another guy fucking my ass, shoot- 
ing his load inside me. Stay in me.” 

Scott rolled onto his side. He 
grabbed of his cock and started 


Charged with 
sex energy and 
led by his stiff prick, 
he took control. 
He rolled me over 
onto my belly 
and tugged down 

my 


pounding it. That made my cock 
stay stiff and | slowly fucked his hole 
some more. 

“Fuck me. | can take it. | wanna 
jack off while you fuck me.” 

Lying on my side, | humped the 
tall, blond college stud while he 
stroked his cock. 

“More. Harder. Fuck me hard!” 

His ass liked dick. | fucked it deep 
and fast. 

“Do it, man. Shoot it up my ass 
again.” 

| reached under his polo shirt and 
tweaked his nipples. He groaned 
with pleasure but didn’t miss a 
stroke, pumping his cock faster and 
faster. 

| was ready to explode up his ass 
a second time when his butthole 
spasmed around my cock. 

| saw his jizz spray all over the 
floor. He backed up on my cock and 
rotated his butt. Just like I’d said, an 
ass made for fucking. 

“It's so hard. | can feel you cum- 
ming. Shooting up my ass. Oh 
shit...hot cum inside me...” 

| pumped his hole for all | was 
worth and flooded the rubber with a 
second load of creamy cum, then 
pulled out. 

“Gimme another rubber.” 

| gave the college stud another 
condom. He fitted it over his cock. 
This time his cock stayed hard after 
he got off. | still wasn’t sure what he 
wanted to do. 

Charged with sex energy and led 
by his stiff prick, he took control. He 


rolled me over onto my belly and 
tugged down my white pants, expos- 
ing my butt. 

“Gonna fuck you. Gonna fuck you 
in your ass. Get ready.” 

He spat into my crack and slid his 
condomed cock up my bunghole. 

“Fucking you. Fucking you in 
your ass. Take it. Take my big dick.” 

Scott rode me, like I’d imagined 
he’d fucked campus sluts before 
finding a girlfriend who didn't put out. 

His big cock reamed my hole. He 
pulled my hair and rode hard in the 
saddle. 

“You like it, don’t you? Like get- 
ting fucked in the ass with a big 
dick. I’m fucking you real hard. 
Gonna tear up your ass. Dig it, don’t 
you?” 

“You're the best, Scott. They 
don’t come any better. Fuck me till 
you cream my shithole.” 

l'moved around and bucked 
back. He prodded me relentlessly. | 
could feel his big balls slapping 
against my own. A fire was building 
in my ass. 

| bucked him over onto his side, 
using the lesson I’d just learned 
from the college stud. | fisted my 
cock while he twisted my tits and 
crammed my hole. 

| shot off just seconds ahead of 
him. My butthole clenched his cock 
and brought him off. 

“Cumming— cumming up your 
ass!” he screamed. 

Despite the rubber, | could feel his 
hot cum cream my assguts. | 
grunted and rained a puddle of 
frothy cum onto the floor. 

Afterwards, being a good orderly, 
| mopped up the cummy evidence 
and disposed of the used condoms. 

“Wow, the guy didn't wake up,” 
Scott said, glancing at the body. 

“No chance. He’s dead as a door- 
nail.” 

“Aw fuck! You mean that’s a stiff?” 

“That he is.” 

“If 'd Known | wouldn't have done 
it here.” 

“This is the only place that was 
safe. Haven’t you heard about sex 
after death — being laid in the coffin?” 

“You're weird, man.” He grinned. 

“And you're a hot fucking guy.” 

| don’t know if Scott freaked over 
the dead body in the room, or if he 
finally persuaded his girlfriend to do 
it with him, or if he decided he was 
gay and found another college stud 
boyfriend, but | never had him again. 

Some guys are just a flash in the 
pan. A 


ATS HARD 


FOR HOT GAY ACTION CALL 


1-900-535-3200 


Adults over 18 only, $2 per minute 


900A ea 
TO MEET GUYS WHO 
WANT YOU NOW 


SHOW US YOUR SKIN! 


Proud of your natural heritage? Want to show the world what sets you off from other men? 
Send in your best photos to Uncut and we'll display them here so the world can note yet 


Dave, above, is proud to show off his 
new Skin after two years of stretching 
it via the BUFF method. Dave says it 
didn’tcover his head when he started. 
This is a good example of dedicated 
skin stretching! Dave is 34 and of Irish 
heritage. 


Anay from Toronto (right) sports 
over seven inches of super-thick 
uncut pipe that he says he likes to 
forcefeed hungry cocksuckers. He 
also likes the attention he gets 
when he goes out in tight pants with 
no underwear. 


another natural man! 
Photos should be clear and 
bright and reveal only as | 
much of yourself as you | 
wish to reveal. Sign your 

name on the back of your 

photo. If you’d like your 

photo returned, please in- 

clude a stamped, self-ad- 

dressed envelope. Send 

your snaps to: Editorial 

Office, Box 97635, 

Las Vegas, NV 89193. 
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Bruno (both photos this page) is a 45-year-old 
Italian daddy from New York who describes him- 
self as “well-equipped and uncut.”” Bruno has 
modeled for Daddy magazine in the past. 


Our reader (above and right), A.R., says he likes the idea 
of all you readers getting a boner when you /ook at his long, 
unskinned piece. A.R. is 26 and from New York. 
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ORGANS 


ee issue, Uncut will publish cur- 
rent information on organizations 
and events catering to the uncut 
man. If your group would like to be 
listed, or if you are planning an up- 
coming event, let us know. 


INTERNATIONAL 

COPAC (Coalition of People Against 
Circumcision) is the official new 
name of “Men’s Right International.” 
The name may have changed, but 
this is still an organization of men 
who feel circumcision violates their 
personal rights. They are now joined 
by women who also feel circum- 
cision is a violation, as well as by the 
members of a victim's rights or- 
ganization. COPAC is planning a 
legal challenge to circumcision in 
Canada based on the Security of the 
Person clause of the Canadian con- 
stitution. The organization is inter- 
ested in networking with interested 
individuals and organizations. 

Write to: COPAC, Box 2217, Station 
C., Downsview, Ontario, Canada 
M3N 289. 


SKINS is a fanzine with free ads for 
uncut men who also like to walk on 
the kinky side. Information and a 
free ad coupon are available by 
sending a stamped, self-addressed 
long envelope and statement of age 
(very important!) to: CB&V, Box 
97694, Las Vegas, NV 89193. A 
sample copy of the current issue 
sent by First Class in the USA (plus 
a free ad coupon) can be had for $4. 
(Outside the USA: $6.) 


BUFF has recently revised and up- 
dated its material covering all 
phases of non-surgical foreskin res- 
toration by stretching. To receive the 
revised initial instruction packet, 
send a one-time fee of $2 to cover 
printing and handling, and a self-ad- 
dressed, stamped, long envelope 
with .75 postage (initial info pack 
runs 17 pages) to: BUFF, c/o Jim 
Bigelow, Ph.D., 315 Congress 
Avenue, Pacific Grove, CA 93950. 


RECAP (RECover A Penis) is a 
foreskin restoration support group. 
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Get emotional support and informa- 
tion on recovering your penis. Many 
are having great success. Learn 
how to start your own local group. 
The group in the greater San Fran- 
cisco Bay Area meets the first Sun- 
day of each month in the afternoon. 
Write: R. Wayne Griffiths, 3205 
Northwood Dr., Suite 209, Concord, 
CA 94520 for information, or call 
415-827-4077 for a recording. 


NATIONAL 

(Note: The following three organiza- 
tions are not gay but are sensitive 
and receptive to gays.) 

NOCIRC is the National Organiza- 
tion of Circumcision Information 
Resource Center. And that’s saying 
a mouthful! However, this academic- 
sounding organ is really action- 
oriented! They are the clearing- 
house for information on just about 
every aspect of circumcision and its 
effects. The have produced a 
pamphlet on foreskin restoration 
that will answer most of your ques- 
tions, including explanations of the 
various types of restoration surgery 
available. For information, send a 
long, self-addressed, stamped en- 
velope to: NOCIRC, Box 2512, San 
Anselmo, CA 94979. 


NOCIRC-NEW JERSEY is an offi- 
cial center of NOCIRC, and publish- 
es a guide to activism for people 
who want to speak out against cir- 
cumcision in America. Send $3 for a 
copy of the guide to: NOCIRC-NJ, 
P.O. Box 562, Lakehurst, NJ 08733- 
0562. 


REMAIN INTACT ORGANIZATION 
is the information arm of Rev. Rus- 
sell Zangger, who sends out tons of 
printed material with religious argu- 
ments against circumcision. Some 
of Rev. Zangger’s mailing envelopes 
might make your local postal carrier 
squeamish (like the one we received 
with a drawing of a baby bleeding: 
and screaming from his neo-natal 
circ), but if you like passionate 
protest, by all means getonthe 
good preacher’s mailing list. We’ve 
been on it for years and we've never 
been soliticed for funds. However, 


we suggest you include some 
postage with a short note asking for 
a copy of his brochure, ‘The New 
Covenant.” Send your request to: 
R.1.0., R.R. 2, Box 86, Larchwood, 
IA 51 241, 


CALIFORNIA 

SF UNCUT JO CLUB has gather- 
ings for members and guests twice 
a month. For information, contact: 
Jerry Jansen, 249 Capp St., San 
Francisco, CA 94110. 


UNCUT CLUB OF LA hosts pool 
parties, has a Palm Springs outing, 
monthly gatherings, etc. A newslet- 
ter and contact directory is publish- 
ed for members. For information, 
send a stamped, self-addressed en- 
velope to: Club, Box 2842, Los An- 
geles, CA 90078. 


STUDS BBS is the first computer 
bulletin board especially for uncut 
men and admirers. It features siz- 
zling color graphic files, tantalizing 
stories, fun and helpful software 
programs and games, electronic 
mail, and both private and group 
“chat” between members. The 
board runs on a network of IBM- 
compatible 80286 and 80386 com- 
puters, and operates over regular 
telephone at 300 to 9600 baud. 
STUDS has been in continuous 
operation over three years and has 
members around the world. The 
board is located in San Francisco, 
and operates 24 hours a day, 7 days 
a week. STUDS may be accessed 
by most any computer or terminal 
via standard communications and 
will automatically adjust to your 
modem's speed when you first con- 
nect. Set the communications 
parameters to 8-N-1 and dial 415- 
495-2929. (A note to computer 
novices: dialing this number con- 
nects you directly to a computer — it 
is not a normal voice line.) 


DISTRICT OF COLUMBIA 
AMICUS (American Men who are In- 
tact Celebrate Uncut Skins) is 
certainly a mouthful! This is a club 
for the uncut as well as the 
(continued on page 96) 
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starring 
ROCKY KNIGHT, 
SCOTT CRUISE, 
CHRIS McKENZIE, 
STEVEN JAMES 


Running Time: 
90 min. RATED X 


ALL MODELS ARE AT LEAST 18 YEARS OF AGE 
©MCMXCl BY TIGER MEDIA. ALL RIGHTS RESERVED. 


The hottest, 
horniest bunch of 
college students 
that ever got 
together in 

a campus toilet. 


A Tiger Media Production — 


____ YES! Please send me CAMPUS GLORY 
HOLES for only $59.95. (Available in VHS Format 
Only.) 

Add $4 shipping each. Calif. Res. add 74% Sales Tax. All 
videos sent via UPS. Sorry NO Post Office Boxes. Offer void 


m where prohibited 


VISA MASTERCARD CHECK/MONEY ORDER 
ACCtING a Exp Date 
NAME: 
ADDRESS: 
OI aeeeee ees I STATE eee zie: 


Please send brochures only. I'm enclosing $5. 


| warrant that | am 21 years of age and desire to receive sex- 
ually oriented material for my own personal use. 


SIGNATURE: 

MAIL TO: TIGER MEDIA, 3841 Fourth Ave., #1000, San 
Diego, CA 92103. Or call TOLL FREE (800) 748-5625 (Nation- 
wide) (619) 296-2465 (in California) 


UNCUT VIDEO 


K.., Shabby has the job | want: he 
picks up the hottest young studs, 
brings them home, makes them 
strip, ties them up, has his way with 
them (and what a way he has with 
them), and gets paid to do it! 

| hope this guy never wakes up 
and feels compelled to say some- 
thing flip like, “Gee, it’s raining, what 
a drag.”’ | mean, just how much of a 
charmed life could one want? 

In this episode of Ken’s adven- 
tures, Bottom Man, faithfully 
recorded for posterity by Grapik Art 
Productions, he snatches an un- 
suspecting Serge Caravaggio off the 
street and marches him upstairs to 
the dungeon (in San Francisco, near- 
ly everyone’s slave quarters are 
upstairs), where he proceeds to strip 
him down.and grind up against him. 

Serge /sn’t a descendent of his 
namesake, Italian painter Michelan- 
gelo Merisi da Caravaggio, but he 
could certainly pass with his beauti- 
ful Renaissance physique and ex- 
quisite uncut cock. 

Ken has a plethora of bondage 
toys and devices, many of which he 
puts to good use accenting and 
redefining the sleek muscles of 
Serge’s torso and shoulders. He 
grinds his denim-covered crotch 
into Serge’s face at every turn, and 
the denim can not mask his throb- 
bing bone. But your bone would be 
throbbing too if you has something 
as masculinely angelic as Serge’s 
face in your crotch. 

As for Serge, the beautiful uncut 
Italian is clearly a glutton for 
bondage. He strains, he struggles, 
he positively glows with excitement. 

If you can contain yourself long 
enough, you'll see that Ken is even- 
tually untied and hauled into the 
attic sleeping quarters, where a pre- 
vious catch is playing with himself in 
his cage. Poor Serge, un- 
ceremoniously tossed in with him. 

Well, maybe not poor Serge. The 
other captive, whoever he is, is cer- 
tainly no sack of doggie-do: dark- 
haired, hairy chest, stiff boner. He 
has his way with Serge. | was so en- 


vious. over the door: Abandon thy butt- 
After Serge has been used, and hole, all ye who enter here. 

used, and used again (strictly a Then Ken Shabby takes Serge 

bottom’s bottom, this one), Ken back to the main bondage chamber 

Shabby comes back and releases and really plows him—whoa! 

him from the cage. Grapik Art Productions are not for 


That cage should have a sign all palates, to be sure; there is little 


saan 


Thumbing Jocks from the Eden Series (Taurus Productions) 
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conventional sex here and, because 
of the bondage aspect, penetration 
is never actually shown. If you like 
your uncut hunks in bondage (or 
think you might), look here first; no 
one else is making videos like these. 
The tech quality is quite fine for an 
independent videographer; these 
guys are paying attention to details 
like focus, editing, and sound. The 
latter is mostly live and very effective. 
—dJohn W. Rowberry 


li all you want is shapely dicks with 
lots of foreskin and generous 
ejaculations, have a look at Uncut 
Fantasies. Rusty Brooks introduces 
five models, jacks himself off, and 
gives us Tony de Angelo as a bonus. 

First jack-off artist is Grant 
Haynes, a well-hung black in leather 
harness with cockring. He milks his 
erection, runs his finger around his 
cockhead inside his foreskin, and 
jacks off a liberal load. 

The second model, Troy Ruggs, 
has a reluctant penis that needs 
prolonged stimulation to get it up. 
He plays with his nipples, sits down 
to masturbate, and loses his erec- 
tion. While soft he puts a cockring 
on and coaxes his penis back to a 
rather limber erection which he then 
strokes to climax. 

Charles St. Charles wears a cap, 
harness, jockstrap and cockring for 
his episode. While he masturbates, 
he takes off his jock and puts on tit 
clamps joined by a chain. The tit 
clamps disappear and he beats his 
meat in a kneeling position before 
lying back for terminal jack-off. As 
he reaches orgasm he thrusts his 
pelvis upward for the cum-shot. 

LaRoy Jackson has a hairy chest 
and belly above a splendid cock 
with its shaft curved to the right and 
a helmet-shaped glans with a pale 
trigger rim. He begins masturbating 
standing up but lies on his back to 
finish the job, festooning his crotch 
with thick strands of sperm. 

The fifth jack-off artist is Estevan 
Rivera, who begins his episode by 
doing a strip-dance. Even when 
down to his skin, his-penis is un- 
aroused and doesn’t noticeably 
lengthen when he flops it around by 
swiveling his pelvis. 

He sits and reclines on a bench 
and tries to coax his dick to erection 
before he lies on the floor. He cares- 
ses his perineum and probes his ass 
with a finger before getting hard 
enough to beat his meat to orgasm. 

Rusty Brooks finally gets a 
chance to do his stuff. It takes a lot 
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of hand work to get his cock ex- 
cited, and the effort shows in the ex- 
pression of intense concentration on 
his face as he flogs it. It is a very 
nice penis with ample foreskin and a 
neat, tapered cockhead. It is also 
the most unusual of the lot. Some of 
the close-ups show the unusual way 
his frenum joins the edge of his 
foreskin to the left cheek of the 
glans. 

Rusty’s jack-off technique is more 
inventive than the other models. In 
addition to the traditional postures, 
he lies upended and props his hips 
on the back of the sofa with legs 
spread-eagled and feet on the wall 
as he vigorously beats his meat. He 
even bends double but doesn't try 
autofellatio. For terminal jack-off he 
returns to a conventional sitting pos- 
ture, leaning back against the back 
of the sofa as he masturbates to 
climax. He squirts his sperm all the 
way up between his nipples for the 
best cum-shot of the video. So good 
that it’s repeated three times. 
Enough already! 

The “Thunderbolt Bonus’ filling 


out the tape is Tony deAngelo, ina 
navy blue T-back thong, humping 
the bed. He pulls his limp dick out 
over the waistband, spreads his 
foreskin, and flops his penis around 
with his hand. He takes the thong 
off, fingers his perineum and humps 
the bed again before rolling over on 
his back to beat off. He kneels to 
continue masturbating, and then sits 
on the edge of the bed to finish jack- 
ing off with rapid short rabbit jerks. 

He has a nice dick, but his pubic 
hair is cropped short and the base 
of his shaft and balls are shaved, 
which | find annoying. Males were 
meant to have their crotch hair just 
as they were meant to have foreskin. 
Male hair shou!d stay unshaved just 
as foreskins should stay untrimmed! 

Rusty Brooks is the most interest- 
ing member of this cast. It would be 
nice to see him cast in a more im- 
aginative role. Maybe that delicious 
dick of his would show more fire if 
he were coupled with an exciting 
partner. 

Video and audio quality of Uncut 
Fantasies is good. Aside from some 


Lifeguards from the Eden Series (Taurus Productions) 


brief difficulty with focus, the camera 
work is generally effective, showing 
the greatest ingenuity in Rusty’s 
episode. If you’re into straightfor- 
ward masturbation and love fore- 
skin, this release may be just what 
you're waiting for. 

—Peter Leko 


Skinhunters everywhere know 
there are few better places to view 
unclipped men than on nude 
beaches, in sports centers, and in 
lockerrooms. 

If you’re spying for lace in the 
USA, you’re apt to find some skin 
hanging off the end of peckers just 
about everywhere, but if you’re 
prepuce-peeping in Europe, nearly 
every piece of sausage you'll see 
will be untrimmed. 

So, imagine having a hidden 
camera and being backstage at the 
Munich Olympics, or the Moscow 
Olympics, or in the dressing room of 
a German swim center, or in the 
lockerroom of a European soccer 
team. 

Well, that’s exactly what Taurus 
Productions did, that and a lot more 
since they started capturing un- 
suspecting hunks with their relent- 
less camera back in the late 1960s. 

In the Eden Series, a collection of 
two-hour videos that now runs to 
thirty volumes, Taurus has missed 


SOURCES 


T.C. Lyons (director, producer); 1991, 75 minutes; stars: Rusty Brooks, 
Grant Haynes, Estevan Rivera, Troy Ruggs, LaRoy Jackson, Carlos St. 
Charles, Tony deAngelo. Thunderbo!t Studios, released by: AVG Inc., 7314 
S. La Cienega Blvd., Inglewood, CA 90302-3311. Toll Free 800-726-1610. 


UNCUT FANTASIES 


BOTTOM MAN 


Tom “‘Ropes” McGurk (director, producer); 1991, 60 minutes; stars: Serge 
Caravaggio, Ken Shabby. Released by: Grapik Art Productions, Box 


460142V, San Francisco, CA 94146. 
EDEN VIDEO SERIES 


No director credited, Taurus Productions; 1970s-’80s, 120 minutes each 
volume; uncredited cast. Released by: Taurus Productions, Box 3312, 
Santa Monica, CA 90408-3312. Illustrated brochures $3 and signed state- 


ment of age. 


very few opportunities to record 
naked manhood: school athletic 
events, surfers, nudists, football and 
baseball players, military personnel, 
lifeguards, construction workers, 
swimmers, divers, hitchhikers — all 
caught either taking it off, whipping 
it out, taking a shower, taking a leak, 
or getting dressed. 

Sometimes Taurus has caught 
skimpily-clad hunks reaching down 
to adjust their equipment, or with 
their genitals nearly falling out of 
their briefs or peeking out of their 
swim trunks. 

Sometimes he’s happened upon 
the sleeping nudist with a growing 
boner (that happens to a lot of sleep- 
ing nudists). 

Sometimes he’s even stumbled 
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upon some sexual activity when the 
participants thought no one was 
around — oops! 

Other times he’s calculated exact- 
ly how to capture the best bits on 
film or video, taking his camera into 
famous sports lockerrooms — you 
might recognize the uniforms — risk- 
ing who-knows-what to snag a few 
minutes of superstar dick. 

Early on, Taurus used an 8mm 
film camera. Those pieces, some of 
which go back to the 1950s, are 
transferred to video. They hold up 
surprisingly well given the condi- 
tions under which they were created. 

Later, Taurus switched to the ubiq- 
uitous video camera. 

There are foreskins here and 
there throughout this entire library of 
footage, each volume of which is 
made up of a variety of elements. 
For the real voyeur, there’s much of 
interest here. 


—JWR 
| UNCUT 
| REX 
FOR A BROCHURE 
& FIVE 8X11" UNCENSORED 
UNCUT DRAWINGS 


| SEND $10 (CHECK OR MONEY 
| ORDER) MADE PAYABLE TO: 
DRAWINGS BY REX 

731 LARKIN STREET 

| SAN FRANCISCO, CA 94109 


SKINS 


For a sample copy of the fanzine for 

men with foreskin and a taste for the 
kinky side, send a signed statement of 
age and $4 to: CB&V, Box 97694, Las 
Vegas, NV 89104. Each issue comes 

with a free ad coupon for getting you 
in touch with other skinmen. | 
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ORGANS 


continued from page 88 


reconstructed man. If you have a 
foreskin and wish to share your 
good fortune with other natural 
males, special events are held 
during the year—in the buff! For 
more information, write to: Tom Witt, 
455 Kimberly Ct., Mechanicsville, 
MD 20659. Call 301-884-8252. 


FLORIDA 

USA-CENTRAL FLORIDA is dedi- 
cated to the interests and well-being 
of uncircumcised men and their ad- 
mirers. We are a Social group which 
meets occasionally to share ideas 
and experiences. We have a mem- 
bership roster which is updated 
quarterly. Information and a mem- 
bership application can be obtained 
by sending a stamped, self-ad- 
dressed envelope to: Bryan P. 
Hooper, Box 7464, St. Petersburg, 
FL33734. 


NEW YORK 

USA-NY is now in its fifth year with 
well over 200 members and an ongo- 
ing calendar of activities each 
month. USA-NY welcomes all inter- 
ested males, 18-45, who have fore- 
skin (or who like them). Every month 
sees a number of activities on the 
club calendar. Special events in- 
clude “uncut only” parties. The club 
has a regular newsletter. You can 
call Gene at (212) 777-4208 or you 
can write for information: USA-NY, 
Box 1052, New York, NY 10156- 
0604. Include a stamped, self-ad- 
dressed envelope when you request 
membership information. (This club 
even has its own t-shirts!) 


Note: If you write to an organization 
and your letter is returned or you do 
not hear from them in a reasonable 
amount of time (perhaps 30 days), 
please let us know. Sometimes we 
are the last to find out when 
organizations cease to operate. 


HISTORY 


Continued from page 15 


surgery. 
Few of us however are willing to 
go through the agony of skin grafts, 
ring implants and more required to 
regain what was our birthright. Many 
foreskin organizations suggest 
regular stretching exercises as a 
safer alternative and swear it can 
add much of what the surgeon 
snipped away. It’s also free. An even 
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quicker and equally painless way to 
get hold of a foreskin is simply find- 
ing a buddy who has one! 

Luckily, more and more American 
parents are seeing circumcision as a 
matter of choice, and unclipped 
fathers especially are demanding 
their newborn sons be left intact. It 
appears that the once-endangered 
species, the American foreskin, is 
making a comeback at last, and no 
doubt it will find appreciative audien- 
ces everywhere. A 


ART BY 
THE HUN 


| When nothing out there is rough 
enough, you can always send for 
a photo brochure from The Hun, 

| featuring available prints, cards, 
and special edition comic series. 

| Along with a signed statement of 
age, please include a long, 
self-addressed, stamped envelope. 


| Available for private commissions. 


THE HUN 
| BOX 11308 
_ PORTLAND, OR 97211 


Pump it Up 


With the Ultimate Se Devi 
Bigger is better! iy 
The VACU-TECH 
handcrafted enlarge- 
ment system will 
give you more to 
play with. Make your 
cock grow to amaz 
ing proportions. 
Safe, easy and fun to | 
use, our equipment | 
is known to be the 
best . Available in deluxe electric or hand 
models. Send for brochure and see size 
champ Scott O'Hara amaze even himself. 


| YES! | want more informationon VACU- 4 
1 TECH pumps. Please rush me your photo illus- 1 
«| trated brochure. | have enclosed $1 for postage! 


Signature (| am over 21 years of age) 
Name (Please print neatly) 
Address 


City/State/Zip 


VACU-TECH 
2440 Sixteenth Street #153-2 


Aaron ieee 


Zigi=s) | LING 
WER LES 


b4-rated! itugeass 


Supercharged stories of s sex in 
the pro wrestling ring by the 
master of hot and sweaty man- 
on-man fiction! 


[JThe original Wrestling Tales 
illustrated by Rader: “Backstage 
with the Bulldogs,” “Big Boy’s 
Revenge,” “Breaking in Baby 
Face” $5.95+$1 p/h 


() New! Wrestling Tales 2, 
illustrated by Bill Ward: “Confes- 
sions of a Pro Wrestling Sex 
Slave,” “Interview with the 
Bossman” and “Johnny Laredo” 
Hot off the press! $5.95+$1 p/h 
(Both! Order both for just 
$12, postage paid! 


name 
address 
city 
State/zip 


signature: 
(lam over 21) 
Mr. X Press 


Dept. U, 657 Castro Street 
San Francisco, CA 94114 


REAL MEN WANT YOU RIGHT NOW. - 
FOR HOT ONE ON ONE CONNECTIONS CALL 


CaZ2 2.0) 
ADULTS OVER 18 ONLY, $2 PER MINUTE 


SWEAT IT OUT TOGETHER, 


ALL MALE FANTASIES ALL THE TIME, 


1-900-535-HEAD 


ADULTS OVER 18 ONLY, $2 PER MINUTE 


JOSE BARBOSA. 
PHOTO BY 
TONY STEVENS 


The Black Line 


Where all men are welcome. 


1-900-468-2522 
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$1 Per MinWeEGabl stiMinW-EMust |Bet18)(Or! Older¥-WPrices|subject\tokchangeBWithout gw otice) 
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